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THE 

TRAGEDIE 

of King Richard 

the third. 

Conteining his treacherous Plots againfl his 
brother C/4rw«:thepitifiiltnimher of his innocenx 
Nephewes: his tyrannicall vfurpation -.with 
the whole courfe of his detefted life, and moft 

defer ued death. 

%yfs it hath beene lately Jffed by the Right honourable 
the Lord Chamberlaine hU fermnts. ■ 

By William Shakc-fpeaic. 
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N Oiv is the winter of our difeontent, 

Made glorious fumtner by this fonne of Yorke: 

. And all the cloudes that lovvrd vpon our houfc. 
In the deepc bofomc of the Ocean buried. 

Now are ourbrowes bound with victorious wreathes# 
Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our fterne alarums changd to merrie meetings. 

Our dreadful! marches to dclightfull meafurcs. 
Grim-vifagde warre,hath fmoothde h‘is wrinkled front, 
And now in ftcad of mounting barbed fteedes. 

To fright thefoulc* of fearefull aduerfaries. 

He capers Nimblie in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuious plcafing of a loue. 

But I that am not (hapteforfportiuetrickes. 

Not made to court an amorous looking glade, 

I that am rudely ftampt 6c want loues maiefly, 

I oftrut before a wanton amblingNymph: 

I that am curtaild of this fairc proportion. 

Cheated offcature by diflcmbJing nature, 

Dcfoi md, vnfimfht,fcnt before my time 
Into this breathing world fcarce half made vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionablc, 

i hat dogs barke at me as I halt by them: 

Why I m this weake piping tinieofpeacc 
Haue no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnlefle to fpie my fliadow in the funne, 

- n c cant on mine ov\ nc dcfoi mitic: 



uuiici 

n t ereforc fincc I cannot proo'ue a louer 
i o enterratne thefe fairc well fpoken daies. 
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I am determined to prooue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pkafurcs of thefe daies: 

Plots hauc I laid, indubious dangerous. 

By drunken Propheftes, libels and dreames, 

Tofct my brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate the one agamft the other. , , » . < 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft, 

As I am fubtile,Falfe,arid trecherous : 

This day Hiould Clarence c^ofely be tpcwcd vja, 

About a prophecy which fates that G. 

OfEdvvards hares the murthcrers fhall be. 

Diue thoughts downc to my foulc, Enter Clarence with 
Heere Clarence comes, agarclofmen. 

Brother, good dayes,wbat mearics this armed gard 
That waites vpon your grace? . (pointed 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering myperfons lafety hath ap- 
This conduct to conuey me to the tower. 

Glo. Vpon what caufc? 

£Li. Bccaufe my name is George: 

Glo. Alacke my Lord,that fault is none of yours, 

He fhould for that‘commit your Godfathers ♦ 

O belike his maieftie hath fome intent 
That you fhall be new chi iftned in the tower. 

But whats the matter Clarence may I know? 

Cla. Y ea Richard when I know i for I proteu 
As yet I do not.but as I can learne, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 

And from the crofte-rowe pluckes the letter G: 

And faies a wizard told him that by G, 
Hisiftuedifinheiitedftiouldbc. 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It followes in his thought that I am he. 

Thefe as I learne and fuch like toies as thefe* 

Haue mooued his highneffe to commit me now« 

Glo. Why this it is when men are ruldc by women, 

Tis not the King that fends you to the tower. 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis fhe, 

That tempts him to this extremitier 



Anthony Wooduile'hcr brother there, ; 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the tower, 

From w hence this prefent day he is deliucredJ 

We are not fafe Clarence, we are not fafe. 

C/a. By heauen I thinke there is no man is fecurde. 

But the Queencs kindred and night-walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the King and Miftreflc Shore, 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Elaftings was to her for his deliuerie, 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deitiCi 
Got my Lord Chamberlainc his libeitie. 

He tell you what, I thinke it is our way. 

If we will keepc in fauour with the king. 

To be her men and weareher liuei y. 

The iealous oreworne widow and her felfe, 

Since tbafour brother dubd them gentlewomen. 

Are mightie go Pips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I bcfcech your Graces both to pardon me : 

His Maieftie hath ftraightlie giuen in charge, 

That no man fhall haue priuate conference. 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo. Eucn fo and pleafe your worfliip Brokenbury, 

You may partake of any thing we fay : 

We fpeake no treafon man, we fay the king , 

Is wife and vertuous,and his noble Quecne 
W ell ftrooke in ycares,faire and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores wife hath a pretic foote, 

A cherry lippe,abonny eye , a paffing pi eafing tongue ; 

And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle folkcs. 

How fay you fir.ean you denie all this? 

Bro. With this (my Lord) my felfe haue naught to do, 
G/c-Naught to do with Miftrefle Shore, I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naught with her, excepting one 
Were beft he do it fccretly alone, 

Bro. W hat one my Lord i 

Glo. Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray me* 

Bro. I befeechyour Grace to pardon me, and withall for- 
* our conference with the n^blc Duke, (beare 

‘ * W& 
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Qa. We know thy charge Brokenbury ,and will obey. 
Clo» We are the Queenes abieTs and muft obey. 
Brother farcwell,I will vnto the King, 

And whatfoeuer you will imploy me in, 

Were it to call KingEdwards widow lifter, 

I will performed to infranchife you. 

Mcane time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. I know it plcafeth neither ofv s well. 

Glo. Wellyour imprifonment (hall not be long, 

I will deliuer you or lie for you, 

Mcane time haue patience. 

Cla. I mufl perforce, fare well. Exit Cla. 

Glo. Go tread the path.that thou {halt neare returne, 
Simple plaine Clarence,! doSoue thee fo, 

That I willfrorfly fend thy foule to heauen, 

If heauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But who conies here, the new deliucred Hauings? 

Enter Lord Haft tugs. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 
Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Cbamberlaine: 
Well arc vou welcome to the open aire, 

.How hath your Lordfrip brookt imprifonment# 

Haft. With patience (noble Lordjas prisoners mull: 
Butl (hall liuemv lord to giuc them thankes. 

That vvere the caufc ofmy imprifonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo frail Clarence too, 
For they that were your enemies are his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittie that the Eagle frould be mewed, 
While kights and bufl'ards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The king is fickly,weake and melancholy. 

And his Phifitionsfeare him mightily. 

Glo. Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 
Gh he hath kept an cuill diet long, 

And overmuch confirmed his royal! perlon. 




Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon; 

What is he in his bed ? 

Haft. Heis. ' 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. Exit Hoff* 

He cannot liue I hope, and muft not die, 

Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen. 

I lcin to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well fteeld with weightie arguments, 

And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue: 

W hich done, God take king Edward to his mercie. 

And leaue the world for me to buflell in: 

For then He marrie Warwicks youngeft daughter S: 

What though I laid her husband and her father,, 

The readieft way to make the wench amends,. 

Is to become her husband and herfather : 

T he which will I, not all (o much for loue. 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

Bur yet 1 run before my horfe to market: 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill liucs and raignes, 

When they are gone, then muft I count my games. Exit. 

Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady <>An. Sit do wne fit downe,your honourable lord 
If honor may he forowded in a hearfe, 

W hileft I a.while obfequioufly lament 
ThevnftmelyfallofvcrtuousLancaftcr, 7 
Poore kei- cold figure, ofa holy King, 

Pale afhes ofthe houfe of Lancafter, 

Thou bloudlefle remnant of that royallbloud,. 

Be it la wfull that I inuocatc thy ghoft, 

T o hcare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Wife to thy Ed, ward, t« thy flaughtcrcd fonne, 
otahdby the felfcfame hands that made thefc holes, 

Loe in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 
powre the helplcflc balme of my poore eyes, 

Curft be the hand that made thefe Sail holes* 

Mirft be the heart that had the heart to do it. 

Mom- 
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More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee: : 

Then I can wifh to adders, fpiders,foades, 

Or any creeping venotridc thing that hues. 

If euer he haue child, aborriuc be it, 

Prodigious -and vntimely brought to light: 

Whofe vgly and.vnnatural! afpeft. 

May fright the hopefull mother at the viewj 
If euer he haue wife, lether be made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord andtlrcc. 

Come now towards Chertfcy with your holy loade, 

Taken fr’om' Paules to be interred rhert: 

And Rill asyou are wearie of the waight, 

Reft you whiles 1 lament King Henries eotfe. 

••’•u i,i - • i>' iEnter Glofter. 

Glo. Stay you that beafethe£Q~rfe and fet it dovvne. 

La. W hat blacke magitian eon iures vp this fiend , 

To flop dcuoted charitable dcedcs? ? r<! 

Glo. Villainefet dovvne fhecorfc,pr by S.Paule, . • ' 

lie make acorft of hidi tliat‘difobeyes. 

; Gent. 'MyLotdiftand backe and let thetoffifr paiffiaa V. 

Glo. 'V^nntanerd d'og,ftandthou when I command, 
Aduancethy Halbert higher then mvbreft, ■'-■'■■■ \ ^ 
Orby Saint Paulclleflrikothet tomyifoote, -t -ou< :i"n 

And fpurnevpon thee begge'tfer thy boldnefi«--i di a! II 

La. What do yoQ:tt*ei^li,atfeybaalfafjaidi : : v I > 

Alas, I blame you not,fpt you arc mettall, 

And mortal! eyes cannotarnduve the daieil.g ■ • - 

Auauntthoikdr^dfellmirtifterofhcll,! ‘ ah... r; <<■ -y - 
Thou had ft but powe/biftr his moi tallbody. 

His foule thou cahft'nbtdiSiJeidrereforebe gone, 

Glo, SwecteSai'ntjforCharityb'ehotfofcurft. 

La. Foulediueiijfor Gods fake lienee 5c trouble y*not, 

For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell: 

Fildit with curfingcries'.aod defpe exdaimes. ' J ; 

If thou delight to view thy hainous d^edes, ■/ amaa.jni»^ 
Behold this pattemc ofthy bufohefies, ; yA 2 ■ If 



» 



of Ki chard the thir d . 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wound es, 

Open their congeald mouths, and bleed afrefh. 

Blufli, Mufti, thou lumps of foule deformitic, 

For t’is thy prefence that exhales this blood. 

From colde and emptie vcines where no bloud dwells. 
-Thy deed inhumane and vnhaturall , 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnatural!. 

Oh God which this bloud madeft,reuenge his deaths 
Oh earth which this bloud driokft.Vcuerige his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the mu therer dead. 

Or earth gape open widc,and cate him quicke, 

As thoudoell fwallow vp this good Kings bloud. 

Which his hdl-goucrnd arme hath butchered. 

Glo, Ladic you know no rules of charitic. 

Which renders good for bad,bleflings for curfes. 

Lady. Villaine thou knoweft no law of God nor man: 
No be aft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittie. 

.Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

Lady. Oh wonderfull when Diuels tell the truth. 
glo. More wondcrfoll when Angels arc fo angry : 
Vouchafc diuine perfeftionof a woman, 

Of thefe fuppofca cuils to giuc me leauc. 

By circumftance but to acquite my fclfe. 

La. Voechfafc defufed infection ofa man, 

For thefe koowne cuils but to giue me leauc, 

By circumftance to curie thy curied felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thec, let me hauc 
S ome patient Icifurc to excufe my fclfe. 

L«. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canftmak* 
No excufe currant, but to hang thv felfe. 

Glo. By fuch defpaixe 1 fhould aecufe my felfe. 

La. And by difpairing fhouldft tliou (land cxcufdfij 
For doing worthie vengeance on thy fclfe, 

Which didft vn worthie {laughter vpon others, 

Ll«. Say that I flue them not 2 
La. Why then they arc not dead, 

But dead they are,anddiuelifhflaueby thee. 

Glo, 1 did not kilty our husband. 

B U, 
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The Tragedie 

La, Why thcnhe is aliue. 

Glo, Nay , he is chad, and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy fcule throat thou lieft,Quecne Margaret (awe 
Thy bioudy faulchion hooking in his bloud. 

The which thou once did bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brothers beat aficle the poynr. 

Glo. I was prouoked by her flaunderous tongue* 

Which laid their guilt vponroy guiltlelTe fhouldcrs. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudie niinde. 

Winch neucr dreamt on ought but butcheries . 

Didft thou nqt kill this kingJ Glo. I grant yea* 

La, Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou may eft be damnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh Ire was gentl^milde and vertuous, 

Glo. 'Thpfitter for the king of heauen ,that-hajth him# 

. La. He is in heauen,wheve thou fbalt rieuer come, 

Glo. Let him thajikc me that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell# 

4 Glo. Y cs one place clfe>tf you will hcare menamc it. 

La, Some dungeon# Glo, Y our bedchamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lie ft. 

Glo, So will it M^dame,till I lie with y ou# 

La, I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Ladie Anne, 

Toleauc this kinds iqcoqnter ofqur wits, 

And fall fomc vvhat into a flow er method? t 
Is not the caufcr of the timelefle de at hs. 

Of thele Plantagenets',H^ntie and Edvv,wd, 

As blamefull as the'executionfitf 
La, Thouart the caufe,and inofi accurft efxeft. 

Glo, Your beautie was the caufe ofthat effeft, 

Your beautie tvhich did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft one houre sn youriweete boforae. 

La. If I thought that,! tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fhould rend that beautie from my cheeked 
Glo, Thefe eies could neuer indme fwec.t beauties wracke, 

> r ou 
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You fhould notblemifh thefn if I flood by: 

Asallthc world is cheered by the fonne. 

So I by that>it is my day , my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerlhade twj^lay, and death thy life. 
Glo # Curie not thy felfe faire Crcature,thou art both. 

La, I would I were to be reuenged on thee# 

Glo, It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be rcuengd on him that loUeth you# 

L<J. It is a quarrell iuft and rcafonable. 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, ' 

Did it to helpe thee to a better husband. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo. Go to,hc liues that loues you better then he could? 
La, Name him# Glo, Plantagenet. 

La, Why that was he. 

_ Glo. The felfe fa me name, but one of better nature. 

La, Where i$ fie? 

Glo, Heerfe. S hejpitteth atbitn. 

Why doeft thou fpit at me? 

La. Would itwerc mortall poyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Ncuer came poyfon from fo fivcetc aplacc# 

La, Nelier hung poyfon on a fouler toade, 

Out of my fight, thou doeft infeft my eies. 

Glo, Thine eies fweete Lady,baue inferred mine. 

- La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead* 

Glo,. I would they were that I might die at once. 

For now thev kill me with aliuing death: 
ft Iiofe eies or thi ne.from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
ohamea their afpeft with ftore of childifh drops: 
lneuer filed to friend nor enemle# 

My tongne could neuer iearne fwcete foothing words : 
but now thy beautie is propofde my fee: 
y proude heart fues,aud prompts my tongue to fpeake, 

r ”l S ^y> n °t f or fuch contempt# 

‘ ! V '’ euengcl ull heart cann ot forgiue, 

Lu here i lcndthe<f tills fliarpe pointed f W ord, ’ 

■— — . & 2 Winch 
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■P The T ragedie 

Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true bofome, . 

Arid let the fouiefprth that adoreth thee: 

I late it naked to the deadly ftroke, 

And hun*bly beg the death vpon my knee, 

Nay, do not pawfe,twas I that kilde your husband, 

But twas thy benutie that pi ouoked me: 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild King Henry: 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on: Here (be lets fall 
Take vp the fword againe or take vp me. the [word. 

La. Arife diflembler, though I wilh thy death, . 

1 will not be the executioner. 

Glo, T hen bid me kill my felfc,and I will do it. 

La. I haue already. 

GU, Tufh that was in thy rage. 

Speakcit ag?.ine,and cucn with the word, 

T hat hand which for thy loue did kill thy loue, . 

Shall for thy loue kill a favre truer loue: 

To both their deaths thou fhalt be acceffarie. 

La, I would 1 knew thy heart. 

Glo, Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. I fearc me both are fake, 

Glo, Then neuer was man true. 

La, Well, well, put vp your fword, 

Glo. Say then my peace is made . 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo, But I fhall liue in hope. 

La, All men I hope liue fo. 

Gel. Vouchfafe to wcare this ring. 

L<«. To take is not to giue. 

Glo, Looke how this ring incompafleth thy finger, 

Euen fo thy breaft inclofcth my poore heart. 

Wcare both of them, for both of them are thine, 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand,. 

Thou doeft confirme his happinefTe for cuer: 

1 La. Whatisit? , . . . . r " 

Glo, That it would pleafe thee leatie thefe fad defignes* 

T o him that hath uior e caufe to be a mourner, ^ 



of Richard the third. 



And prefently repaire to Crosbie place. 

Where after I haue folcmnely interred 
At Chertfie monaftery this noble King, 

And wet his grauc with my repentant teares r 
I will with all expedient dutie fee you: 

For diuers vnknowne reafons,I befieech you 
Grant me this boonc. 

La. With all my heart, and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fb penitent: 

TrcffilLand Barkley go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

La, Tis more then you deferue: 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you. 

Imagine I haue faid farewell already. Exit, 

Glo, Sirs take vp the corfe. 

Sir, Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo. No, to white Friers, thereattend my comming. 

Was eucr woman in this humour woed* Exeunt, manet Gl. 
Was eucr woman in this humorvvonne# 
lie haue her, but I will notkeepc her long. 

What I that kild her husband and his father. 

To take her in her hearts extreamc ft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, tear es in her eyes. 

The bleeding wStnefle of her hatred by, 

Hauing God, her confcience,and thefe bars againfl: me. 
And I nothing to backc my (bit at all , 

But the plaine Diuell and diflfembling lookes. 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath flic forgot alreadie that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I fome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angrie naoode at Tcwxbury? 

A Iweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framdinthe prodigalitieofnature: 

Yong,valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal!, 

The fpacious world cannotagaine affoord. 

And will fhee yet debafe her eyes on me. 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

A nd made ha widdo w t o a wofull bed ? 

B 3 On 
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The Tragcdie 

On me, whofe all not equals Edwards moity, 

On me that halt,and am vnfhapcn thus. 

My Dukcdome toabrggcrly denier, 

Ido mi (lake my perfon all, this while. 

Vpon my life fhe finds, although 1 cannot 
My lelfe,to be a maruailous proper man, 
lie be at charges for a looking glade, 

And entertainefome fcore or two of taylers, 
Toftudiefafhionsto adorne my bedie. 

Since I am crept in faucur with my felfc, 

I will maintaine it with feme little cod: 

But firft He tumc yon fellow irihisgraue. 

And then retume lamenting to my louc. 

Shine out faire funne,tj il I haue bought a glade. 

That I may fee my fhadow as I pade, Exit. 

Enter Quttue,Lera Rtuers, Gr.iy. 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his Mai e- 
Wil 1 foone recoucr his accuftomcd health. (die 

Gray In that you boroke it ill.it makes him worfe. 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort. 

And cheere his grace with quickc and mery words, 

Q«. If he were dead, what would betide of me, 

R*. No other harme but lode of fuch a Lord, 

Q», The lode of fuch a Lord includes all harme, 

Gr, The heauens haue bled: you with a goodly forme. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Qu, Ohhcjsyong,andbisminoritie 
Is put vnto the truftofRieh. Glocefter, 

A man that loues not me, n®r none ofyea, 

Ri. Is it concluded he dull be pro teftot? 

Q«, It is determined, not concluded yet , 

Bui (b it muft be if the King mifcai nc, ( Enter Buck^Darby 
G r. Here come the Lordscf Buckingham, and Darby. 
Buc, Good rime of day vnto your royall, grace. 

Da r, God make your maieftie ioyfuli as you haue bcenc. 
Qtf, The Count edc Richmond good my Lo:of Darby, 
To your good prayers willfcarccly fay, Amen: 

Yet Darby not withftanding,(hees your wife, 

A«d 
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And loues not me, be you good Lo. adurdc 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance, 

Dar. Idobefeechyoueithernot bclecue 
Theenuiousdaundersofher falfc accufers, 

Oriffhe beaccufde in true report. 

Beare with her weaknede,which I thinke proceedes, 

From wayward (ickhefle,and no grounded malice. 

Ri». Saw you the King to day, my Lo.of Darbie i 
r Dar , But now the Duke of Buckingham, and I, 

Came from vifiting his Maieftie. 

Qa. With likelihoode of his amendment Lords? 

Bhc. Madame, good hope, his Grace fpeakes cheerfully, 
Qu. God graunc him health, did you confer with him ? 
Buc. Madame we did : He defires to m?ke attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefter, and your brothers. 

And betwixt them,and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

Andfcnt to warne them to his royall prefence;. 

Qa. Would all were well, but that will neuer be, 

I feare our liappineflc is at the higheft. . Enter Glocefter, 
Glo, They do me wrong,and I will not endure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King? 

That I forfootham ftei ne and louc them not • 

By holy Paul they louc his Grace but lightly. 

That fill his cares withfuch difeentions rumors ' 

Becaufe I cannot flatter and fpeske faire. 

Smile in mens faces, finooth,deceiuc and cog, 

Du eke with French nods, and apiflicourtefic, 

I muft be held arankerous cncmie. 

Cannot a plaine man liu^ and thinke noharme, 

But thus his Ample truth muft be abufde, 

Byfdken flic infmuating Iackes 3 
Rf: whom in all thisprcfence fpeakes your Grace? 

i 0 tnce, that haft nor heneflie nor grace. 

When haue I injured thee, when done thee wrong, 

Ur thee, or thee j0 r any ofvour faftfon 3 
A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
CVnnTh prC ; erue betcer the « you would wifli) 

Lannot be qtuecfcarce a breathing wiale, 

But 
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But you trnift trouble him with lewd complaints, 

Qh. Brother ©fGloccfter, you miftake the matter ’ 

The King of his owne loyail difp ofition. 

And not prouokt by any fitter ell'e, 

Avming belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which in your outward actions fbewes it fclfe, 

Againft my kinred, brother, and my felfc: 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill will, and to remoue ir. 

Glo, I cannot tell, the world is gro wne fo bad. 

That Wrens make prey where Eagles dare not pcarch. 
Since eucriclacke became a Gentleman: 

There’s many a gentle perfon made a Jacke. 

Qjt. Come, come, we know your mcaning,brother Glo. 
You enuie mine aduanccmcnt and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue needs of you, 

Glo , Meanc time, God grants that we haue neede of you, 
Our brother is imprifoned by vourrocancs. 

My felfe difgrac’d,and the Nobi’itic 
Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions. 

Are daily giuen to enoble thofc. 

That fcarcc fome two daies fince were worth a noble . 

Q«. By him that rar.de me to this carcfull height, 

From that contented hap which I cnioyd, 

I ncucr did iqcenfe his Maieftie, 

Againft the Duke of Clarenccbut haue beene. 

An earned aduocate to plcadc for him. 

My Lord,you do me flisimcfiill iniurre,' 

FaKly'to draw me in thefe vile fufpe&s. 

Glo, Youmay denie that you were notthe caufe, 

Of my Lord Hafimgs late ltnprifonmcnt. 

Riu, She may my Lord, 

Glo. Site tnay,Lo.R iuers,why whoknowes not (oi 
She may do more fir then denying that : 

She may helpc you to many faire preferments, 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thofe honours on your high deCerts, 

What may (he not, (lie may, yea manic may fbc* 
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Riu, What marrie may fhc? 

Glo. What marrie may (he^marry with a King, 

A batcheler.a handfome (tripling too. 

Jwis your Grandam had a worfer match, 

Qu, My Lo.of Gloccfter.l haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter fcoffes. 

By heaucnl will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofc erode taunts I often haue endured, 

I had rather be a countrey feruant maid, 

Then a great Queene with this condition. 

To bt tnus taunted/corned, and baited at: Enter Qu. 

Small ioy hau: I in being England* Queene. M ar oarer » 
Qu.Ullar. And lefned be that fmall, God I bcfeech thee. 
Thy honour,ftate,and feate is due to me. 

Glo, What? threat you me with telling, or the King? 

T ell him and (pare not,looke what 1 haue faid, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake,my paincs are quite forgot. 

Q». Afar. Out diuell ,1 remember them too well , 

Thou fleweft my husband Henriein the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at T euxbuiie, 

Glo. Ere you were Queene, yea or your husband King, 

I was a packchorfe in his great affaires. 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberal! rewarder of his friends: y. 

To royalizeiiisbloudlfpiltmineowne, 

Qu,Afar.Y ca, and much better4aloud,then his or thine. 
GG, In all which ttme,youaud your husband Gray, 

W erefa&iousfor the hoiifeof Lancaftcr: 

And Riaers/o were you Ws not your hu band 
In Margarets batraile at Saint Aibons flame? 

Let me put in your minds ,ifyours forget 
What you haue beene ere now, and what youarc: 

W ithall ,wbat 1 haue beene, and what 1 am. 

Q». Ma. A mui therous ui!laine,and (o fti! 1 thou art. 

G/e. Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwick®, 
Yea and forfwore himfelfe (which Iefu pardon.)- 
. W hich God reuenge. 

G 
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Glo, To fight on Edwards panic for the cro wne. 

And for his meede (poorc Lo.jhc is mewed vp : 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitifull like mine, 

I am/do childifh, loolilhfor this world. 

Q/t. Mar .Hie thee to hell for fhame.and leaue the world 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdomeis. 

Ri, My Lo.of Glocefter in thofebufiedayes. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies. 

We followed then our Lo.ouv lawful Iking, 

So fhould we you,ifyou thould be our king. 

G/o.Ifl ftionldbei I had rather bca pedlcr, 

Farrc be it from my heart the thought ofit. 

Q*. As litcle ioy (my Lordfl as you fuppofc 
You ftiould inioy.were you this countries king, 

As little ioy may you fuppofc in me, 

That I enioy being the Qiieene thereof. 

Q 3 Ma, A little ioy cnioyes the Quccne thereof,. 

For I am (lie, and altogither ioy leffe, 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you- wrangling Pyrats that fall out, 
in {haring out that which ycu haue pild from me t 
Which of you trembles not- that lookeson me - 
If not, that 1 being Queene, you bow Uke fubie&s,. 

Y et that by you depoide,you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villainc do not turne awae. 

Glo, Foule wrinckled witch, w hat makft thou in my liglit 

(\Ma. But repetition of whajt thou haft mard. 

That will I make,before I let thee go : 

A husband, and a {oiihe thou owed to me. 

And thou a kingdom?, all of youallegeance : 

The forrow that I haue by right is yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfarpeare mine. 

Glo. Thecurfe my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou dicift crownc his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy {come drewft nuers horn his eics, 

And then to drie them,gau’ft the Duke a clour, 

Steept m die faultlcflc bicud ofprettie Rutland * ^ 
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His curfes then from bitternefle of foule, 

Dcnounft againft thee,are all fallcnvpon thee. 

And God,not we,hath plagde thy bloudy deede. 
q*. So iuft is God to liglit the innocent. 

Hajt. O twas the fouleft deede to flay that babe, 

And the mod mercilefle that euer was heard of. 

Riu. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported. 

D orf. No man but prophecied reuengc for it. 

Buck.. Northunberland tlien prefent, wept to fee it. 

Q£, M, WhatJwerc you fnarling all before I came, 
Readie to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatted all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfepteuailcfo much with beuen. 

That Henries death, my lonely Ed wards death. 

Their Kingdoms lofle, my wofiftl banifhment. 

Could all but anfwere for that pceuilh brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds,and enter heauen? 

Why then giue way dull eloudes to my quicke curies: 

If not by warre.by furfet die your King, 

A sours by murder, to make him a King. 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward myfonne,which was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Qucene,for me that was a Queene, 

Outline thy glorie, Ike my wrctchedfelfc: 

Long maift thou liuc to waile thy childrens lofle. 

And fee another,as I fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy glorie, as thou art ftald in mine: 

Long die thy happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene, 

Riuers and Dorfet.you were ftanders by, 

And fo waft thou Lo: Haftings, when my fonne 
Wasftabd with hloudie daggers, God I pray him, 

T hat none of you may Hue your naturall age; 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off, 

Glo, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag, 
And leaue o ut the ftay dog,for thou {halt hear me 

c 2 u 
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If heatfen haue any greicuous plague inftore, 

Exceeding thofc that 1 can vvifTi vpon thee: 

Ole them kecpeit till thy finnes be iipc> 

And then hurls' downe their indignation 
On thee the ir»ubler of the pooie worlds piace: 

The wormc of conference ftill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpefl for traitors while thou liueft. 

And take deepe traitors for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe clofo vpthat deadly eyeof thine,. 

Vnleifc it be whileft feme tormenting dreame 
Aff, lights thec,with a hell ofvgly diuds. 

Thou eluifli ilia. kt,abOrtiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald iri thy natiuitie 
The fLueof nature, and thefonne of hell, 

T hou (launder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 

Thou lothed iifiie of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted,&c. 

G lo, Margaret, 

Qjj, Ai, Richard. Glo, Ha, 

Q*. M. I call thee not, y 

Glo , T hen 1 crie thee mcrcie:for I had thought 
Thou hadft cafld me all thefe bitter names. 

Q u. M. Why fo 1 did, bur lookt for no replie, 

G let me makethc period to mycurfe, 

Glo, Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. (felfe. 

Q u. Thus hauc you breathed your curfe againft your 
Poore painted Queene, vaineflouiilhof my f© r * 
Why drew ft thou fugeron that bottled fpider, (tune: 

Whole deadly wef> enfnareth thee aboutf 
Foole,foo!e,thou vvhetft a'knife tokill thy felfe. 

The time will conre when thou (halt wifh for me, 

To helpe th. e curie that poifoned bunchbackttoadc. 

Haft, Falfe bonding woman, cncl thy frantike curfe, 
ILcaft to tliy harme thou moue our patience, , 

Q.M. Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mou’d mine, 
lit. Were you well feiu'dyouwou'ci be taught you: duty. 

Ad, Toferue mevtelljyou allftrould do medutre. 

Teach me to be your Qpecuejancl yon my fubiedte ^ 



• of Richard the third. 

O ferue me well, and teach yours fclues thatdutic. 

Dorf. Difpute not with her, 1 he islunatique. 
qJm, Peace Matter Marques, youarc malapert, 
Yournte- new ftampe of honour is fcarfe currant: 

O that your yong nabilitie could iudge, 

What t were to loofe it and be mifcrable: 

They that Hand high, haue many blafts to ftiake them, 
And if they fall, they daihthemfelues to peeces. 

Glo, Good counfell mary,learnc it.leameit Marques, 
Dor, Ittouchcthyou(my Lo:)asmuchasme. 

Glo. Y ea,and much more, but I was borne fo high, 
Our aiery builceth in the Cedars top. 

And dal lies, with the winde, and fcornes the funne. 

Q«, M. And turnes die (irons to ftude,alas, alas, 
Witnes my ibnne,now in the (hade of death, 

Wliofe bright ou'fhiningbeames,thy cloudie wrath. 
Hath in etcrnall daikenefTc foulded vp: 

Your aiene buildeth in our airies neft, 

O Godthatfeeftitjdo not fufferit: 

As it was wonne with b!oud,loft be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for fnamc,if not for charitie. 

Q.A4. Vrge neither charitie nor lhamc to me, 

V ndiaritably with me haue you dealt, 

Anddiamefully by s ou my hopes are butcherd , 

My charitie is outraged ife my fhama, 

And in my fhame ftill liue my forrow es rage. 

Buc^. Haue done, 

Q JM, O P rincely Buckingham,! will kille thy hand, 
In ftgnc of league andamitic with thee: 

Now fake befall thee, and thy Princely houfe* 

Thy garments are not fpotted with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compafte of my curf ct 
Back* Nor no one here/or curfes neuer pafTe 
The lips ofchofe chat breath them in the aire. 

Ql/M • Uc not beleeue but they afeend the skie^ 

And there awake Gods gentle fleepmg peace* 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog* 

Lookc when he fawnes^he bites,and when he bites, 
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His vcnome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him: 

Sinne,dcath,and hell bau- let their marks on him, 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo, What doth fhe fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

, Buck. Nothing that 1 refpeft my gracious Lord. 

Wtet doeftthou fcornc me for my gentle cOun- 



And {both the diucll that I warne thee from? 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he fliall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poore Margaret was a prophetefie: 

Liue eachofyou the fubie&s of his hate. 

And he to your, and al I of you to Gods, Exit, 

Haft, My hairc doth Hand on end to heart her cmVes, 
Bin* And fb do: limine, J wontler fheesatlibertie. 

Glo. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done . 

Qw. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo, Butyou hauearl the vantageofthis wion<% 

1 was to hot to do fome body good. 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

M ai ry as for Clarcnce,hc is well repaid. 

He is frankt vp to fattingffor his prunes, 

God pardon them that are the caule of it. 

R/«. A vei tuous and a Chriftianlike conclufion, 

T o pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs. 

Glo, So do I cuer, being well aduifde. 

For had I curft,now I had curft my felfe. 

Gat/! Madam his maieftic doth call for you. 

And for your Grace, and you my noble Lo: 

Qy. Catesby we come, Lords will you go w ith vs, 

Ritt. Madame we will attend your grace. Exeunt, mew, Ri, 
Glo. 1 doe the wrong, and firft began to braule 
The fecret mifehiefes that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others 
Clarence, w ho m I indeed e haue laid in darkcnclTe: 

I do bewcepe to many fimple guls : 
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oFKTchard the tliird . 

Namely to Hafiings,Darby,Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Quecnc,and her allies, 

Thar ftitte the King againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they belceueme>and withal 1 whet me. 

To be 1 euengde on Riucrs, Vaughan, Gray : 

But then I figh,and with a piece of feripture. 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for cuill : 

And thus I cloath my naked villanie, 

With oldodde ends, ftolnc out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the Diucll : 

But foft,here comes my executioners. Enter executioners. 
How now, my hardic flout rcfolued mates. 

Are you now going to difpatch this deed# 

Execu.WJc arc, my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. It was well thought vpon,I haue it here about me. 
When you haue donc,repairc to Crosbic place: 

But firs, be fudden in the execution, 

Withali,obdurace,do not hearchim pleade* 

For Clarence is well fpoken.and perhaps. 

May moue your hearts topittic,ifyou marke him. 
b.wr. l u{h,feare not, my Lo.we will notftand to prate, 

I alters are no good doers,be allured: r 

We come to vfe our hands, and not our tongues 
Glo. Your ei «s drop mtlftones, when fooles eies drop tears 
I like you lads, about your bufinclTe. Exeunt, P 

t > ,„! , , E'tter. CUrence^Brokenburie, 
n ^ 1 h >; ° okcs yourgrace fo heavily to day ? 

Clf . Oh, I haue part a miferable night, } 

So . u 1 of vgly fights,pf gaftly dreames, 

1 hat as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

1 vvould not fpend another fuch a ni°ht, x 

Vo h r?n S Mr eJ< i| t0 buy a worlcl happie dayes. 

So u l of difman terror was the time. ' 

Cl* m 13 ] WS yo ? d ^me?I long to heare you tell it. 

C *. Me thoughts I was unbar kt for BurgmX 

f om cab Lm tempted me to walke, 
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Vpon the hatches thence we lookt to ward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During t lie vvarres of Yorke and Lancaftcr > 

That lfad befallen vs:as we pall along, 

Vpon the giddie footing of the hatches , 

Me thought that Gloceitcr numbled,and in ftumblin 
Stroke me (that thought to Hay him)oucr board, 

Into the tumbling billowcsofthemaine. 

Lo rd.Lord.me thought what paine it was to dro wne, 
What dreadfull noileof waters in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eics : 

Me thought 1 faw a thoufand fearefull w racks. 

Ten thoufand men, that fillies gnawed vpon, 
Wedges of golde, great anchors, heapes of pearle, 
Jneftimablc Atones, vuualued I ewe) s. 

Some lay in dead mens fculs.and in thofe holes, 
Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes refle&ing gems, 

Which weed the flimie bottom ot thedeepe, 

And mocktthe dead hones that lay fcatteredby. 

Brok. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death. 
To gaze vpon the fccrets of the deepe i 
Clar. M e thought 1 had: for fill 1 the enuious floud 
K ept in my foule, and would not let it foorth, 

To feeke the emptie,vafl,and wandering aire, 

But fmothered it within my panting bu’kc, 

Which almofl bu; ft to belch it in the fca . 

Brok, . Awakt you not with this fore agonie ? 

CUr. O no, my dreame was lengtHned after life, 
O then began the ttpipeft to my foule, 

Who pafl (me thought) the melancholy floud. 
With that grim fersiman, which Poets writeoff 
V nto the kindome ofperpctu .11 night : 

The firfltlwt there did greet my ftranger foule, 
Wasiny great father in law, renowtned Wavwicke, 
Who cried alovvd.whaf fcourgefor peritirie. 

Can this darke monarchic affoord falfe Clarence, 
And fo he vanifhuthen came wandring by, 






A fhadowlike an Angcllin bright haire, 

Dabled in bloud,and he fqueakc out alcwd, 

Clarence'is comc/alfr,fleeting,periurd Clarence, 

That flahd me in the field by Teuxburie : 

Scaze on him furies>take:hira to your torments, 

With that me thought alegion of foule fiends 
Enuirond me about, and howled in mine cares. 

Such hideous cries, that with the verie noife, 
I,trembling,wakt:and for a fcafon after, 

Could not belceue but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame^ 

Bro, No maruell(my Lo.)though it affrighted you, 

| promi fe you,I am afraid to heare you tell it. * 

Cla. O Brokenburie,I haue done thofe things. 

Which now bearc euidence againft my foule, 

Ijof Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

; I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me, 

My foule is heauie.and I faine>would fleepe. 

Bro. I will(my Lo.) God giuc your Grace good reft. 

So rr o w. b rc ak c s feafons,and repofing hovyers, 

Makes the nidit morning, and the noonetide night. 

Princes haue bnt their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle, 

Andforvnfelt imagination. 

They often fccle a world of refllcfle cares: 

So that betwixt their titles, and low names. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The munhertrs enter, 

Jn Gods name what are you, and how came you hither# 
Axer.l would fpcakewith Clarence, and 1 came hither o* 
Bro. Y ca , are you fo briefe # ( my i co ., 

ci? bettertobe briefe then tedious, ° 

Shew him our commiffion,talke no more. He readeth it , 
Bro. I am in this commauaded todeliuer 

T h< i, e -^ u ^ c °f Clarence to your hands, 

a vnl I not reafon what is meant hereby, 

L ecaufe I will be guiltlelfe of the meaning j 
Here are the keies, there fits tire Dukcafl™, 

P 11# 
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He to his Maieftie,and certiae his grace. 

That thus I hauc rcfignd my charge to you. 

Ext. Do fo, it is a point of wifdome. 

2 What fhall I ftab him as he fleepes J 

1 No then he wil 1 fay t.was done cowardly 
When he wakes, 

2 When he wakes, 

Why foole he fhall ncuer wake till the iudgement day. 

1 Why then he will (ny,we ftabd him deeping, 

2 The vrging ofthat word Iudgement, hath bred 
A kind of remorfe in me. 

, I What, art thou afraid#. 

• 2 Not to kil! him hauing a warrant for if, but to be damnd 
For killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs. 

1 Backe to the Duke of Glocefter,tell him fo. 

2 I pray thee flay a while, I hope my holy humor will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would fell xxj 

1 How doft thou feele thy felfe now J (in me. 

2 Faith fomccertainc dregs of conference are yet with' 

1 Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2 Zounds he dies.l had forgot the reward. 

1 Where is thy conference now i 

2 In the Duke ofGloccftcrs purfe. 

1 So when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward. 

Thy conference flies out; 

2 Let vs go, there’s few or none will eBtertaine ir. 

1 How if it come to thee againe? 

2 lie not meddle with it, it js a dangerous thing, 

It makes a man a coward . A man can not fteale* 

But it accufcth him:he cannot fweare.but it checks him. 

He cannot lie with his neighbours wife, but it dcte&s 
Him. Itis a bluHiing fhamfell fpiiitjthat mutinies. 
Inamans befome : itftls one full of obftaclcs, 

It made me once reftore a purfe cf gold that 1 found, 

It beggers any man thatkeepesit : it is tumd out cf all 
T ownes and Ci ties for a daungei ous thiiig,and cucrie 
Man that mean.es to liue well,endcuour$to ttuft 
To hiarfelfc,a*d to liue without it. „ . 

■« i. Zounds 




I Zounds it isicuen now at my. elbow perfwading me 



Not to kill the Duke, ■ „ , .• 

2 Take the Diuell in thy mrnde, and beleeue him not. 
He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. , 

1 Tut, 1 am ftrong in fraud,he cannot preuaile with me, 

I warrant thee. 

2 Spoke like a tall fellow that refpe&s his reputation,' 

Come fhall we to this geareJ * - , 

1 Takehim ouer the coftard with the hilts ofthy fword. 
And then we will chop him in the malmfey Butin the next 

2 Oh excellentdeuice,makeafopofhim, (rootne. 

1 Hsrke’hc diis, fhall 1 flrifce?/ 

- 2 No.firrtJctsrcafon with him. 

Cla. Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup ofvvinc* 

X You {hall hane wine enough my Lo: anon. 

Cla* In Gods name what art thou} 

2 A man as you are. 

Cla * But not as I am,royall. 

2 Nor you as we are, loyal!. 

Cla. T hy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes are humble. 

2 My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne, 
Cla. Ho,vdarkely,and how deadly doftthoufpeakc! 

T ell me who arc you, wherefore come you hither i 
A*», To, to, to. 

CM* Tomurthermc. Am, I, 

C la* You fcarcely haue the hearts to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot hauc the hearts to do it. 

Wherein ray friends haue I offended you? 

1 Offended vs you liauc not,but the King, 

C la, I lhall be rcconcild to him againe. 

2 Neuer my Lo: therefore prepare todie. 

C la. Areyoucaldfoithfromouta world of me® 

Today the innecent?what is myoffencoJ 
Where are theeuidence that do accufe me? 

What lawful 1 rjueft haue giuen their verdift vp 
Vnto the frowning Iudge.or who pronounft 
I he bitter fentence of poorc Clarence death, 

ccrorc I be coiiuifi by courfe of law? 

~~ Di T® 
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To threaten me with death is mod vnlawfuH: 

I charge you as you hope to hauc redemption. 

By Chrifts, dearc blcudfhed for ourgieeuous finnes, 

That you depart and lay no hands on me: 

The deede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,we do vpon command. 

2 And he that hath commanded is the King. 

Cl*r. Erronious V aOaile.the great King of Kings, 

Hath in the tables of his law commanded, 

Thatthoo flialt do no murder,and wiic thou then 
Spurne at his ednft,and fulfill a mans? 

Take heede,for he holds vengeance in his hands, 

To hurle vpon their heads that breake his law. 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
For falfe forfwearing,and for murder too: 

Thou didft receiue the holy facrament. 

To fight in quarrcll of the houfe ofLancafler. 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didft breake that vowe,and with thy trecherous blade, 
'Vnripftjthe bowels of thy foucraignes fonne. 

2 Whom thou wertfwpi ne to cherifh and defend, 

I How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfull law tovs, 

When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree? '<• ' 

CUr. A las, for whofc fake did I that ill deede. 

For Edward, for my brother/or his fake: 

Why firs,helends yc.not to murder me. for this. 

For in this finne he is as deepe as I: 

If God will be reuenged-for this deede, 

T ake not the quarrcll from hisjowerlull arme, 

He needes no indircft,nor lawfull courfc. 

To cutoffthofe that haue offended him. 

I Who made the e then a bloudy miniftcr. 

When gallant fpring,brauePlantagener, 

ThatPrincely Nouice was ftrboke dead by thee? 

CUr. My brothers loue, the diuell,and my rage* 

I Thy brothers loue,the diueil,and thy fault, 
haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

C lar. Ch if you loue my brother^iate not me. 

Tins 




1 



I- 



Of JtVK 

I am his brother, and I lone him well: 

Ifyoubehirdefor needc,go backe a^ame, 

And I will fende you to my brother Glocefter, 

Who will reward you better for my lii e. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death, 

2 You are decern'd, your brother Glocefter hates you. 
CU, O h no ,hc loues me, and he holds me dcarc. 

Go you to him from me. 

Km. I,fowc will. 

CU. Tell him, when that our princely rather Yorxe, 
Bleft his three fonnes with his viftorious arme: 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue each other. 

He little thought of this deuided fricndfhip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke of this, and he will weepe. 

Aw, I milftoncs,as he leffond vs to weepe, 

CU. O do not (launder him,for he is kind, 

1 Right as fnow in harueft,thou deceiu’ft thy felfe, 

Tis he that lent vs hither now to murder thee. 

CU. It cannot be, for when I patted with him, 

Hehugd me in his armcs,and fwore with fobs, 

That he would labour my dcliuerie, 

2 Why fo he doth,now he deliuers thee. 

From this worlds thraldome, to the ioyes of heauen, 

1 Make peace wiih God, for yon mult die my Los 
CU. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule. 

To counfell me to make my peace with God, 

A nd att then yet, to thy owne foulefo blinde. 

That thou wilt war with God by murdering me# 

Ah firs,confider,he that fet youon 
T ojdo this deede, will hate you for this deede. 

2 Whatfhallwedo# 

CU. Relent,andfaueyour foules. 

I Relent,tis cowardly and woroanifh, 

CU. Not to relcnt ; is beaftly,fauage,and diueiiftr. 

My frjend,I (pie form- pittic in thy lookes: 

Oh if thy cie be not a flatterer. 

Come thou on my fide, and imreate forme: 

A begging Piince,\vhat begger pitties not? 

D 3 J. I 
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Exit. 



Exeunt 



1 I thus, and thur:if this will not feruc , He flaks him. 
lie chop thee in the malmefey Bu: in the nextioomc. 

2 A bloucfy decde.,and defperately perf-ormd, 

How faine like Pilaje would 1 vvafh ray hand, 

Of this moft greeuous guiltie murder done. 

J Why doeft thou nothelpc me? 

By heauensthe Duke fliall know how llacke thou art, 

2 I wou'd he knew that I had faued liis brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I lay , 

Fori repent me that the Duke isflaine. 

I So do not I, go coward as thou art; 

Now rauft 1 hide his^bedy infome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his burialb 
And when Ihauemy mcedcl mull away. 

For this will out,nnd here I mull not Bay, 

Enter Ktng^Queene, Haft ings^yuers^Dorcet^c. 
Kin. So, now I haue done a good dnyes werke, 
Youpeeres cootmorcbis vnited league, 

I cuerie day-expett an Embaflage 
From my rec'eemcr,to redeem? me hence: 

And now in peace my foule fhall part from heausn. 

Since I haue let my friends at peace on earth: 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, x 

DiUcmble not your hatred, fweare your loue, 

Rite. By l)cauen,my heart is purgd from grudging haw. 
And with my hand I leale my true hearts loue. 

Haft. So ( hrhie I as I truely fweare the like. 

Km. Take heede you dally not before your King* 
Lead he that is the fupreme King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden fal(hood,an d award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft, So prolper I,as I fweare perfect loue. 

Rite* And I as I loue Haftirigs with roy heart. 

Kin. Aladamc,your fclfe are not exempt in this. 

Nor your fbnne Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you. 

You haue becne fa&ious one againfl the other: 

Wife, leue Lo: Haftings,let him kifFe your hand, 

And what you do, do it vnfaincdly. 

QjHcre Haftings,! willncucr more remember 



Out 



the third. 

Our former hatred fo thriue I and mine. 

Der, Thus entcrchange of loue, I hereprotelt, 

Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Ha/}. And fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now Princely Buckingham fcale thou this league. 
With thy embracementsto my wiue sallies. 

And make me happie in yotir vmtie. 

Bhc, When eucr Buckingham doth turne his natej 
On you,or yours, but with all dutieus loue 
Doth cherith you and yours,God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe where 1 ex pett moft loue, 

When 1 haue moft need to iroploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 

Dcepe, hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 
Be lie vnto me. This do I beggeof God, 

When l am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleafingcordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart: 

There wanreth now our brother Glocefter here , 

T o make the perfect period of this peace, Enter Glocej 
Buc. And in good time, here comes the noble Duke 
Glo, Good morrow to my foueraigne King & Q** c cnc, 
And princely Pceres,a happie time of day . 

Km. Happie indeedc, as we haue fpent the dayr 
Brother, we haue done deedes of charitic : 

Made peace of enmiiie.faire loue of hate. 

Bctvveene thefe fwelling wrong infcnced Peeres* 

Glo. A blefled labour my moll foueraigne liege, 
Amongll this princely hcape,ifany here . 

By falfe intelligence, or wrong fut mife. 

Hold me a foe, if I vn vvitting!y,or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly Dome 
By any in this prefer.ee, I defsre- 
T o reconcile me to this friendly peace, 

T’is death tome to be at enmitie. 

I hate it, and deftre all good mens loue. 

Full, Madame, laureate true peace of yon^ r 
Which I will purchafe with my dutiousferuicei, 






8^3 
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The i ragedie — ' 

Ofyou rtiy noble coofcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lodg’d bccwccne vs . 

Of you Lo Riucrs,and Lord Gray of you, 

That all without defert hauefrownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lordsgcntkmen, in deed of all : 

I do not kuovvthat Englifh man aliue. 

With whom my foulc is any iotte at oddet, 

More then the infant that is borne to night t 
1 thankemy God for my humilitie. 

Q.u. A holy day. Aral 1 this be kept hereafter. 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded* 

My foue: eigne liege I do befeech your Maieftic, 

To takeour brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Gin. Why Madame,hauel offred loue forthb. 

To be thus fcorned in this royall prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

Y ou do him iniurie to fcome his cone. 

Rin. Who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is? 

Q u, Allfceing hcauen,whata world is this/ 

Looke I fopailcLo Dorfet a< the reft / 

Dor. I my good Lo«and no one in this prcfcnce. 

But his red colour hath forfookehischeekes. 

Km. Is Clarence dead, the order was rcuerft, 

Gio. But he (poore foule by your firft order died. 

And that a winged Mcrcuriedidbeare, 

Some tardic cripple bore the countcrmaund, 

That came too lag to fee him buried : 

God grant that fome lefle noble, and lefle Ioyall, 

Nearer in bloudie thoughts ,but not in bloud : 

Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter Dor bit. 

Day, A boone(my foucraine)for my feruice done. 

Km. I pray thee pcace,my foule is full of forrow. 

Dar, I will not rife vnlelTeyour highnefle graunt. 

Kin, Then fpeake at oncc,what is it thou demaundft. 
bar. The forfait foueraigne of my feruants life. 

Who flue to day a lyotous gentleman, 

Latclic attendant on the Duke of NorfFolke. 

Kin. Haue 



of Richard the third. 

Kin. Hauc I a tongue to doome my brothers death. 

And (hall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ? 

My brother flue no man, his fault was thought. 

And yet hb punifliment was cruel! death. 

Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Knecld at my feete,and bade me he aduifde ? 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mightie Warwicke, and did fight for me? 

Who toldc me in the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had me do wne,he refeued me. 

And faid,deare brother, liue and be a King ? 

Who toldme when we both lay ie the field. 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his oWne garments, and gaue bimfeife 
All thin and and naked to the numbcold night i 
All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fomuch grace to put it in my minde. 

But vyhWyottf carters,or your waighring vaflaile* 

Haue done a drunken (laughter, a nd defaft c. 

The precious image of our dcare Redeemer, 
Y,.utt:aightare,pn your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And l vniuOlj too,muft giaunt it you: 

But for ms brother, nor n man would fpeake, 

Nor l,y ngracrous)! peake vnto iny (elfe, 

For him, poore fou'e : The proudeft of yoti all 
Hauc beene beholding to him in his life. 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life t 
OliGod,! fcare thy iuftice will take holde 
On fne,and you,and mine, and vours, for this. ( Exit. 

Come Haftings, helpe sue to my clofer, oli poore Clarence, 
Glo. fins is the fruit of rafhnefle : markt you not 
How that thegiiiltie kinred ofthe Queen e, 

Lookt pale when they did henreof Clarence death , 

Oh they did vrge-it ftill vnto the Kin<r, 

God vvill rcuengcif. But come Jets in° 

o comfort Edward with our companie. E xemt. 

Enter 



(in 
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_ / ; 7^he.TragegKe 

B»ter Dutches of Torke, with Clarence children 

Be/. Tell me good Grananys our father dead ; 

Dssi. No boy. (treaft, 

B gj. Why doo you wring your hand s, and beat your 
And crie,Oh Clarepce my vnhappie fonne ?! 

G erl. Why do you lookc on vs, and fhake your head, 
And call vs wretches, OrphaneSjCaftawayes, 

If that our noble father be aliuc ? 

Dm. My prettie Cofens.you miftake me much, 

I do Lament the fickeneHcof the King : 

As loath tojoofe hinijtiot your fatners death : 

It were loll labour, to vveepe for one that s loft. 

Boy. Then Granamyou conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this: 

God will rcu,:pge it , whom 1 will importune 
Withdaylie praiers,all to-that ctteft. 

Dm. Peace children, peace, the Kingdoth loue youwdl, 
Incapable and iballow innocents, 

Y ou cannot gueffc who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granaro we can : For my good Vncle, Glocclltt 
T old me, the King prouoked by, the Quecne, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him : 

And vvhcn hee toldc me fo, hee wept. 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kilt tny che*KC, 
And bad me relic on him as on my father. 

And he would loijc me dearely as his cnilde. 

Dm. Oh that dcceite fhould ftea'e fuch gentle lhapcs. 
And with a vertuous vifard hide foule gune : 

He is my fonne,y ea.and therein my fhame : 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this cieceit. 

Bo/, Thinke you my Vncle did diflemble,Granam • 

B^’/cannot thinkc it,harke what noifb is this# 

Qn, Oh who flaall hinder me to wailc and weepe. U. 
To chide mv fortune, and torment my fclfe ? 
lie ioine with blacke defpaire againft my ou c, 

And to my felfc become an cnemie. . 

Dm. What meanes. this fceaneofrudetmpatie 

Qu, To make an aft oftragickc violence 
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ofRichard the third. 

Edward,my Lord, your fonne our King is dead* 

Why grow the branch es,now the roote is witherd? 

Why wither not the lcaues.thc fap being gone# 

If you will liue, lament : if die, be briefe : 

That our (wift winged foules»may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new kingdome ofperpctuall reft . 

Dm. Ah fo much intereft haue I in thy (brrovr. 

As I had title in thy neb! e hufband : 

Ihaue bewept a worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

Butnowtwo mirrors of his Princely femblance, 

Arc crackt in peeccs by malignant death : 

And I forcomfort haue but one falfe glafte, 

Which greeues me when I fee my fhame in him* 

T hou art a widowe,yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath fnatcht my children from mine ai mes. 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Fdward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue I 
Then, being but lmoity of my griefc, 

To ouergo thy plants.and.drowne thy cries? 

Bo/. Good Aunt, you wept nctfor pur fathers death, 
How can wc aid you with our kindreds tcares# 

Gerl. Our Catherlcfle diftreflc was left vnmoand, 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

Q u. Giue me no helps in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring for th laments. 

All fpi ings reduce their currents to mine eics, 

That I being gouernd by the watry rnoane. 

May fend fooith plenteous teares to drownc the world f 
Oh for my husband, for my cyreLo. Edward. 

A mho. Oh for our father, for our dcare Lo: Clarence. 
Dm. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence* 
Q*. W bat ftay had I but Ed ward, and he is gone? 
Aw. What ftay had wc but Clarence, and he is gonc£ 
Dm, What ft.ues had I but they, and they arc gone? 
Q*« Was ncucr widow, had fo dearc aloflc* 



E 2 



Amfa. 
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"hmbo. Was cder Orphancts had a dearer Ioffe* 

D;y. Was etler mother had a dearer Ioffe? 

Alas, I am the mother ofthefe mones. 

Their woes are parceld,mine are generall: 

She for Edward weepes,and fo do I: 

I for a Clarence wcepe,fo doth not die: 

Thcfc babes for CUrerice weepe,and fo do I: 

I for an Edward wOepe, and fo do they, 

Ah$,you three on me threefold diftieft, 

Proue all your tearesflam your forrowes nurfe, 
Andlwill pamperitwith lamenfatrons. Enter Clocrft 
i'V.Madame haue comibrf yall'of vs haue caufe, nub eihtrt , 
To waile the dimming Btour Aiming flatter 
But none can cu e their harroes By wailing them, 
Madame my mother,! do trie you ftiercie, 

I did not fee your Gtacc, humbly on my knee 
Icrauejourbkfling. 

Du, God blelfe thee, and put meekenes in thy mind, 
Loue,charitic,bbcdiencc,and true dutie - 
• Glo. Amen, and make me die a good olde man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers bleflini 
1 marucU why KcrGracc did lcatie if but? 

Bm\. You cloudy princes, and'hart for rowing peered 
That bearc this mutuall lieauie load of moane. 

Now cheare each other, :n each others loue: ^ 

Though wee haue (pent our harueft for this King*. 

We are to reape the harueft of hi s fonnC: 

The broken raqcpur of your litgh fwolric hearts, 

But lately fplihted, knit , and Voynde together, 

Muft greatly be prefefu’djcherifh^and kept. 

Me feemeth good that; with fome little traine, 

Forthwith from Ludlow the yong Prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to Be crownd our King. 

'’"hen be it fo, and go. we to determine 



Whothey fhall be that ftraight rhal 1 poft to Ludlow: 
Madarae-andyou my mother, will you go. 

Tog iue your cenfures in this waightie bufinelle. 

With all our hearts. Exx/tntjnttn.vrt' 

J. . . f /♦>.-. , 

„ — iinMMrr Mi mm — 
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ofRichard the third . 

Back, My Lord, who cuer iourneyes to-the Princej 
For Gods lake let not vs.two be behinde: 

For by the way lie fort occafion. 

As index to the ftori e we lately talkt of. 

To part the Queencs proude kindred from the King, 

* G l*. My other felfe,my counfels confiftone, 

My Oracle ,my Prophet,my dearc Cofen; 

1 like a child will go by thy direction: , 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not way behinde. 

Enter two Citizen!* 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fo faft? 

2 Cit. I promifeyou,I fcarcely know my fclfc. 

1 Heare you the newes abroad* 

2 I, that the King is dead. 

1 Bad newes birlady/cldome comes the better, 

I feare, I feare, twill proue a troublcfome world. Enter ano- 

2 Cit , Good morrow neighbours. thermit. 

Doth this newes hold of good King Ed wards death? 

I It doth. 3 Then mailers look to fee a troublous world 

1 No, no , by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne. 

5 Wo to that land thats gouerndby a child? , 

2 In him there is a hope of gouernment. 

That in his nonage , counfell vnder him. 

And in his full and ripened yeareshimfelfe, 

No doubt fhall then, and till then gouerne well. 

1 So flood the ftate when Harry the fixt 

Was aownd at Paris, but at xi,moneths olde. 

3 Stood the ftate fo?no good my friend not fo, 

For then this land was famoufly enricht 

Wi-h pollitike graue counfelhthen the King 
Had vertuous Vnckles to protett his grace. 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all: 

For emulation now, who fhall be near eft: 

Which touch vs all too ncare,if God preuent not, 

O h full of danger is the Duke of Glocefter, 

And the Qjuecnes kindred hautie and proude. 
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And were they to be ruldc,and not to rule, 
Thisficklylandmigbt folace asbefore. 

2 Come, come, we fcare the wool ft, all ftialbe jvel. 

3 When cloudes appeare.wife men put on their cloakes: 
When great leauesfall,the winter is at hand: 

When the filnn'e (its, who doth not looke for night ♦ 

V nrimely ftormes,makc men expeft a dearth : 

All may be well : but if God fort it fo, 

Tis more then tve deferue or I expert. 

1 T ruclie the foul es of men are full ofbread : 

Yee cannot almoft reafon with a man 

That lookes not heauily,and full offeare. 

3 Before the times ofchange,ftill is it fo; 

By a diuine inftintt mens mindes miftrull 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe wc fee. 

The waters well before a boiftrous ftorme: 

But leaue it ail to God : whither aw ay ? 

2 Wearefentfortotheluftice. 

3 And fo was 1,11c beare you company, Exeunt. 
Enter C ordinal/ ^Dutches of T or keJQuee. young Torke, 

Car. Laft night I hcarc they lay at Northhampton, 

At ftoniftratford will they be to night, 

T o morrow or next day, they will be here. 

D ut. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growen fincc laft I faw him. 

Qu. But I heare no, they fay my fonne of Yorke 
Hath almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Tor . I mother, but I would not haue it fo. 

D ut. Why my yong Cozen it is good to growe. 

Tar. Grandaro,onc night as we did fit at fupper. 

My vnckle Riuers talkt how I did grow 

More then my brother.I quoth my V tickle Glocefter, 

Small herbes haue grace, great wcedes grow apace, 

And fincc me thinkcsl would not grow fofaft: 

Becaafc fwcete flowers are fto we, and wcedes makchafte* 
Tint. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold. 

In him that did obieft the fame to thee : 

He was the wrttchcdft thing when he was young, 






So 
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oFKicnard tnc tram. 

mlc'hc ilioule be gracious* 

I could Haue yuenrny Vncklcspaccaflout, mint. 

That fhould haue neerer toucht his growth then lie did 
Du! How my pretie Yorke* pray thee let me heare rt. 
Tan Mar rie they fay that my Vnckle grew fo taft, 

That he could gnaw acruft at two homes old: 

Twas full two yeares ere 1 could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a pr etie left. 

Dut. I pray thee prctic Yorke who told thee oi 

T«r. Granam his nurfe. 

Dnt. Why foe was dead ere. thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwere not flie,I cannot tell who told m>. 

Qu. A perilous boy ,go to,youare toolhrewd. 

Car. Good Madame be not angrie with the child. 

Q«. Pitchers haue eares. t\ r . 

Car. Here comes your fonne, LocMarques Dorfet. 
Whatnewes Lo: Marques? 

Dor. Such nevves my Lord, as greeuesme to vnrolde. 

Qu, How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well Madame, and in health. 

Dut, What is the newes then? 

Dor. Lo; Riuers and Lo:Gray>are fent to Pomtrcf, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Dut. Whohath committed them? 

Dor, The mightie Dukes,Gloceftcr and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence? , , 

Dor, Thefumme ofalll caW.Ihaue ditctofed; 

Why, or what thefc nobles were committed, 

Is all vnknowne to me my gracious Lady. 

Qu, Ay nice, I fee the downcfall of our houfej 
The tyger now hathceazdthegentle hindc: 

' Infulting tyranny begins to ict, 

Vpon the innocent and lawlefte throane: 

Welcome deftru&ion , death a nd Maffacre, 




I fee 
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Ifccasin ant.ppe the end of all, 

Dut. Accurled and vnquiet wrangling dales, 

How many of you haue mine eies beheld? 

My husbanddoft his life to get the crowne, 

And often vp and dovvne my fonnes were toft. 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feated, and domeftike broiks 
Cleane ouerblovvne, themfelucs the conquerours, 

Make wan e vpon themfelues, blood againft blood, 

Sclfe againft felfe, O piepoftcrous 

And frantike outragc,ende thy damned fpleenc, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

Q*. Come, cotnejmy boy,wc will to (anftuarie. 

Hut. He go along with you. 

Q^-You haue no caufe. 

Car, My gracious Ladie go, 

And thither bcarc your treafure and your goods. 

For my part. He refigne vnto your Grace, 

The feale I keepe, and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you and allot yours: ■■ 

Comc.Ilc condudd you to the fanftuarie. 

“The 'Trumpets found. Enter yong Prince, the Dukes of Xjlo- 
ce(ier,Ar,d B ucktnghxm, Cardin all, tyc. . (ber. 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prince to London to jour cham* 

G to. Welcome dcare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne, 
The wcarie way hath made you melancholic, 

Prin. No vncle, but our erodes on the was , 

Haue made it tedious ,wean(ome, and hcauic* 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. S weete Pnndc; the vntamted vertue of your yeercs, 
Hath not ye,t.diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can youdiftinguilhofaman. 

Then of his outward (hew, which God he knowes, 

Seldome or ncuer iumpeth with the heai t: 

Thofc Vncles which you want,were dangerous. 

You" Grace attended to their fugred words,. 

But lookt noton the poyfonofdieir heart? 

God keepe you from them, and from fuch falfe f 
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Pri. God keepe me from fade fricnds,but they were none, 
Glo. My Lord, the Maior ofLondon comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Mator. 

Lo.M.Ga d blefle your grace, with health and happy daies, 
Prin. I thanke you good my L. and thanke you all: 

I thought my motherland my brother Yorke 
Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fie, what a Uugis Haftings,that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. {Enter L. Haft. 
Bucl^ Andingood time,here comes the fweating Lord. 
Pri. W e Icome my Lord: what will our mother conic? 
i Hall. On what occafion,God he knovves,uotI: 

The Queetie your mother.and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken fanftuarie: The tender Prince 
W ould fame haue come with me,to meete your Grace* 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buc. Fie, what an indited: and peeui fh courfe 
Is this of hers? Lo. Cardinal!, will your grace 
Perfwade the Quecne to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother presently? 

If /he denie,Lo. Haftings go with him. 

And from heriealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo: ofBuckingham, if my ueake oratory 
Can from hi ; mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expect him here : but if flu be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God in heauen forbid 
We fliould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blelled fanftuane,not for all this land. 

Would! begm! tie of fo deepe afinne. ■ 

Buc. You are too fencel lFc obftinatc my Lei 

1 oo ceremonious and traditionail: 

W eiglvit but with the grollenefle of this age 
If ou breake not fanduarie in fcazing him: 

! he benefit thei cof is alwaies granted 

1 o thofe whole dealings liaue dtferued the place* 

Ana thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

And ti er”? 131 1 ne ^^ cr cia ' me< * frjnov 6 denied it,’ 

And therefore in mine opinion, cannot haue it. 
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Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You break* no priuiledgc nor charter there 
Oft haue I heard offanftuarie men, 

Butfanftuarie children netier til 1 now. 

Car. My Lo: you fhallouerrule my mindeforcnce: 
Gome on L: HafiingSjWiliyougo with me? 

Haft. I go my Lord- 

Prin. Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may t 
Say Vnekle G!ofter,if our brother come, 

\V here (ball we foiourne till our Coronation? 

Clo. Where it feemes beft vnto your royall felfe: 

If I may councell you,fome day or two, 

Your highnefie (hall repo.fc you at the tower: 

Then where you plcaic,and ftialbc thought moft fit, 

For your beft health and recreation. 

Prin. I do not like the tower of any place 
Did Iulius Csfar build that place qayLord? 

B»c. He did ,my grapous L: begin that place, . 

Which fince fucceeding ages haue reedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon recorder elfe reported 
Succcffiuely from agelo age.he built it? 

Buc. Vpon record my gvatiousLo: 

Prin. But fay my Lo: it were not regmred,' 
Methinkes'the pntb.ftiQuldliue fro^ageto age, 

Astwcrereiaildetoallporterity, } al 
Euen to the gencrall ending day. . • • ■ ' , 

Glo. So wife,fo young, they fay, do ncqcr liue long. 
Prin. What fay you Vnckk? 

Glo. I fay wit houtcjgraftm fameliues long: 

Thus like thefprimll yicciniquitic ,, 

I morallize two meaningvtn one word. . 

Tri. That Iitfius 

With what his valour, did enrich his wit, 

His wit fet downe to make his v alure liue: 

Deathmakcs no concjueft ofhn conquerour. 

For now He hues in fame, though not in hte: 

5 lc tell you what ray C oufen Buckingham. 

Bm . What my gtatious Lord? y 






Prin. And if I liue vritill I be a man, 
lie win our auocient t ight in France againe, 

Or die a fouidicr as I Jiude a Kirtg. 

C?/a.Short fummers lightly haue a forward fpiing. 

Enter young T ork*i Hdfttngs , Cardinal! 

Buc. Now in good time here comes the Duke of Yorkc, 
Prt. Rich. of Yorke,how fares ourlouing brother? 

Tor. Well mydreadLo: fo muft I call you now. 

Tri, I brother to our griefe as it is yours: 

Too late he died that might haue kept (hat title. 

Which by his death bath loft much maiefty, 

Glo, How. fares our Golden noble L. ofYoike? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vnekle, O my Lo : 

Youfaid that Idle weeds are faft in growth:. 

The Prince my brotherhath outgrown me farre. 

Glo , He hath my Lo: 

T or. And therefore is he idle? 



Tor, Then he is more beholding to you then 1. 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But youhaue-povverin tneasin akinfman. 

Tor. I pray ytu V nckle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litle CoufcD,vvithall my heart. 

Pri. A hegger brother? 

Tor. Of my kindc Vnekle that I know will glue,’ 
And being futa toy, which is nogreefctogiUe. • 
greater gift then that,Ile gide my Cofen. 

Tor. A greater gifr,Q that* the fword to it, 
r Cofen, wereir ligbtenough. 

er.V cha lice you wil part but with light gifts, 
a vveig icier tiling, youle 6y a begger nay. * 

r /‘ t 15 f .°° ?*$«>« fot your grace to weare, 
n * T,n C ' S 1 Jt % hlI y werc ic hcauicr. 

Tor lJ ,3 V?T id . y0uhaueniy weapon litle Lord? 
Ok. ifow ' tl “" ke) ' ou “/<•» "Umc. 

Vockl'e visit k °* l clkc vu ^ ^ *’ c cl °Cc in talie: 

‘ y Ut gtacc kttoyvcs how to hears with bun, 

1 _ - * » 
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Ter. You nieanc to bcare me, not to bcarc with me : 
Vnckle,my brother mockes both you and me, 

Bccaufe that I amlitle like an ape, 

He thinkes thatyou fhould bcare me on yout fhoulders. 

Buc. With what a fharpe prouided wit he reafons 
To mittigate thefcornencgiueshis Vnckle: 

Hcprctely and aptly taunts himfelfe, 

So cunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

Glo. My Lo : vyihp'eafe you paffe along. 

My felfe and my good Coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother to entreateofher, 

To meete you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you go vnto the tower my Log 
Prin. My Lo: protestor will haue it fo. 

Tor. I fhall not fleepe in quiet at the tower. 

Glo. Why, what fhculd you fcare* 

Tor. Mary my V nckle Clarence angry ghoft? 

My Granam tolde me he was murdred there. ; 

Prin. IfearenoVncklcsdead. 

Glo. Nor none that liue, l hope,. 

‘Prin. And if they liuc,l hope I need not.eare. 

But come my L: with a heauie heart 
T hinking on them, go I vnto the tower. . 

' Exeunt Prm.Tor.Haft. Derf .man ft, Rtch.Buc. 
Brn Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating l orke, 
Was not incenfcd by his fubtile mother, 

To.taunt andfeorne you thus opprobiioully ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt,Oh us a perillous boy, . 

Bold, quicke, ingeniouSjforward, capable. 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Bnc. Well let them reft; Come hither Catesby, 
Thou artfwornc as deepely to effeft what we intend*. 
As clofely to conceale what we impatt, 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpcr. the way. 

What thinkeft thou* is it not an eafie matter 
To make William Lo: Raftings of our mmdc, 

For the inftalement of this noble Duke, 
InthefeateioyaUoftliisfeuous^ . tu 
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of Richard the third. 

CdteC He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought agauilt him. 

Buckj what thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what Will kt* 
Cat. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buck. Well then ho more but this: 

Go gemle Catesby, and as it wercafarre oft, 

Sound thou Lo: Haftin«,hovv he ftand* affixed 

Vnto our purpofe,if he DC willing, 

Encourage him, and (hew him all our reafons: 

If he be lead en,icie, cold vnwillmg, 

Be thou fo too : and fo breake off your talke. 

And ir iue vs notice of his inclinations 
Fo r w£ e to morrow hold deuided counfels, 

Wherein thy felfe (halt highly beemploied. 

Glo. Commend me toLo: W»lham,tell him Catesby, 
His auncient knot of dangerous aduerfaties. 

To morrovt' are let bloud at Pomfret Caltle, 

And bid my friend forioy ofthis good newes, 

Giue MiftreffcShore, one gentle kite themore. 

Buc. Good Catesby effeft this bufineffe foundly. 

Cat. My good Lo: both, withall the heed I may. 

Glo. Shall vvehearefiom you Catesby er ewe fleepe 1 
Cat. You fhall ray Lord, . 

Glo. AtCrobsby place there fhall you finde vs both . 

Buc. Now my Lo: what fhall we do,ifwe perceiue . 
William Lo: Haftings will not yecld to our compiotsS . 

Glo. Chop offhis head man.fomewhatwe will do. 

And lookc when I amKing,claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford, and the moueables. 
Whereof the King my brother flood po licit 

Buc. lie clairacthatproraifcatyour graces hand?- 

Glo. And looks tohaueityeelded vvithwillingnelift* 
Come let vs fuppe betimes, that after waids 
We may digeft our complots in fomeferme. MXMtts* 

Enter ameffengtr to l* 9 i Hafttngi. 

Miff. What ho my Lord. 

Haft. Who knocks at the doref „ 

Me ft AmeHcnger from the Lo: Stanley. Enter 
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TheTragedie 

Haft, Whatsaclocke? 

CWeffl V pon the flrokeof foure. 

Haft, Cannot thy mai(u r (leepe the tedious nights? 

Aieftl So it fiiculd fccine by that I haueto fay 1 ; 

Firft he commends him to your nob'c Lord (hip. 

Haft, And th in.- Mcf And then he fends you word 3 
He dreamt to night the bcare had rafte his hclmc: 
Beftdes,he fares there arc two councels held. 

And that nray be determined at the one, 

Which may make you and him to reweat the other, 
Therefore he fend s to know yout Lordfhipspleafure : 

It prefently you will take hoi fe with him. 

And with al! (peed ep>(l into the Noith, 

To (hull the danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft. Go.fellovygo,returne vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him not feare the feparated councels: 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one. 

And at the other, is my feruant Cares by: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof i (hall not haue intelligence. 

Tel him his fear es are foal 1 >w,wantinginfiancie. 

And for his dreames,! wofider he is fo fond. 

To truft the mockery of vnquiet (lumbers. 

To flic the boare, before the bcare purfues vs. 

Were to iacenfe theboareto follow vs. 

And make put fuite where he did meant no chafe: 

Go bid -thy maifler rife and come to me, 

A nd we will both fogither to the tower. 

Where he fhall fee the boare will vfe vs kindly. 

Mtf. My gratious Lo : lie tell him what you fay. Enter 

Cat, Many good^norrovves to my noble Lo: (Jftatesty „ 

Haft. Good morrow Cates by,you are early Sirring, 
What newes what newes, in this our tottering (late i 

Car. Itr'js a reeling v/orld indeed my Loe 
And Ibeleeueit willneuer (land vpright, 

Till Richard vveare the garland of the Realme. 

Haft. How? weare the garland; doeft thou meancthe ! 

Cat, I my good Lord. (crovvnc? 




of Richard th e third. 

H^-llehaue this crovvne of mine, cut from tny fhoulders 
Ere I will fee the crown e fo foul e mifplafte: 

But canft thou guefTe that he doth aime at it. 

Cat. Vpon my life my Loiand hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the gains thereof 
And thereupon he fends you this good newes, 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Queenc mild die at Pomfret. 

Haft. I ndeed 1 am no mourner for that newes, 

Becaule they haue beneftill mine enemies ; 

But that He giue my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my roaifters heires in true difcent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death, 

Cat. God keepc your Lordlhip in thatgratiousminde. 
Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my M aiders hate, 

I liue to looke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell thee Catesby'. Cat, What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

I le fend feme packing, that yet thinke not- on it. 

Cat. T is a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, , 

When men are vnprcpard,and looke no t for it. 

Haft. OMonftrous, moral rous.andfo falls it. out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray ,andfo twill doo 
With fomc men elfe,whothinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou,and Lwho as thou knowefl: are dcare 
To Princely Richard, and fo Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do, and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L: where is your boare-fpeare man! 

Feareyouthe boare and go fo vnpiouidedf 
C/4«.,MyLo: good morrow: good monowCateSby: 

You may ieft on: but by the holy roode. 

I do not like thefe feueral 1 councels I. 

Hijt. MyLorl holdemy hfeas dearc as you do y ours,. 
And ncuer in my life I do proteft, . 

-Was a 
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The Tragedie 

Was it more precious to me then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our ftate fecure, 

I would befo triumphant as I am i 

Stan , The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London-, 

Were iocund,and fuppofde their flares was fure, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft : 

But yet you fee how (bone the day ouercaft, 

T his fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, I fay, I proue a ncedlefle coward : 

But come my Lo: (hall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but flay,heare you not the newes, 

This day tnofe men you talk: of, are beheaded. 

•SVrf.Thcy for their truth might better weare their heads* 
Then fome that haue accufde them weare their hat,.* 

But come my Lo*. let vs away . Enter Haft, a Purftuanu 

Haft. Go you before.,1 !e follow pr efcntly. 

Haft . Well met Haftings.how goes the world with thee? 

Pur. The better that it plcafe your Lo :to aske. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now'. 

Then when I met thee laft where now we mcetc: 

Then waslgoingprifonerto the Tower, 

By the ftjggeftion of the Qucenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofc enemies are put to death, 

And I in better flare then euer I was. 

Pur. Godhold it to your honors good content. 

Haft.G ramcrcy Haftings,hold fpend thou tliat -.Hegiuei 

Pur. GodXaue your Lordlhip. (himkispurfe. 

Haft. What flrlohnyouarc well met, (Enter * Priejt. 
I am beholdingto you for your laft daiesexercife: 

Come the next fabacth,and I will contenr you. He a *jr 
Enter "Buckingham, (in his eare , 

Buc. How now Lo: Chambevlaine, what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need thepneft 
Your honour hath no (hailing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith and when I met this holy nun, 

Thofc men you ta'ke of came into my raindc; 

\V hat, go you to (he tower my Lord? 
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Buc. I do, but long I lhall not flay, 

I foal! returne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough, for I flay dinner there. 

Buc. And (upper too, although thou knpweft it not: 
Gome (hall wego along? Exeunt, 

Enter Str Richard Ratliffe jMth the Lord Riutrs ) 

G raj, and "V dughan^prifoner $, 

Rath Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Rite. Sir Richard Ratliffe let me tell thee this: 

To day (halt tbou behold a fubieft die, 

For truth, for auty,and for loyaltie. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you; 
A knot you are ofdamned bloudfuckers. 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret, Obthou bloudic prilbn, 
Fatall and dominious to noble pecrcs. 

Within the guilty clofu re of thy walls 
Richard thefecond here was hackt to death; 
t And for more (launder to thy difmall fcule. 

We giue thee vp our guiltleffe bloudsto dnnke. 

Gray, Now Margarets curfe is falne vpon our heads ; 

For (landing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne: 
f?»».Then curl! (he Haftings,thejn curft (lie Buckingham; 
Then curft (he Richard. Oh remember God, 

To hearc her praiers for them as now for vs. 

And for my lift er,and her princely fonne: 

Be fatiffied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muft be fpi'e. 

Rat, Come, come, difp3tch,the limit ofyour lines is out, 
Riu. Come Gray, come V aughan,lct vs all im brace 
And take our leaue vntill we meete in hcauen. Exeunt. 

Eater the Lords to Gouncell, 

Haft My Lords, at once the caufe why wc are mer 3 
Is to determine of the coronation; 

In Gods name fay, when is this roy all day? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for that royall time J 

IS wants hut .nomination * ' 

R>u. 1 o morrovv then,! guefle a happic time. 

Sue, Whoknowcs the Lot dproteftojs mind herein? 
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Who is mod inward with the noble Duke? 

Bi. Why you my Lo : roc thinkes you (hould feoneft know 
Bhc. Who I my Lo ? we know each others faces : (his mind 
But for our harts, he knowes no more of mine, 

Then I ofyours: nor I no more ofhis, then you of mine: 
Lor.Haftin^s jyou and he arencere inloue. 

Haft. IthankehisGiace,lknowhe!oucsme\vell: • 

But for his purpofe in the coronation : 

1 haue not founded him, nor he deliuerd 
His Graces pleafure anyway therein: 

But you my noble Lot may name the time, 

And in the Dukes bchalfe,Ile giue my voice. 

Which I prefume he will take in gentle part. 

Bi[b. Now in good time here comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Glo. My noble L. and Cofens all, good morrow, (En.Glo. 
I haue bene long a deeper, tut now I hope 
My abfence doth negleft no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Bhc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lo: 

William L. Haftings had now pronounft your part: 

1 meane your voice for crowning of the King. 

Glo. Then my L. Haftings no man might be bolder,. 
His Lordlhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft. I tlianke your Grace. 

Glo. MyL-ofElie, Bt[h. MyLo: 

Glo. WhenlwaslaftinHolborne, 

I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there, 

3 do bcfeech youfend for fomeof them* 

B>{b. I go my Lord. 

Glo. Cofen Buckingham,a word with your 
Catcsby hath founded Haftings in our bufmelk. 

And Andes the tefty Gentlemanfo hot, 

As he will loofc his head care giue confent. 

His Maifters fonneas worftiipfullhe termes it, 

Shall loofc the royalty of Englands throane. 

Bhc. Withdraw you hence my L- lie follow you- • 

Bar. We haue not yet fetdowne this day of mump t 
To morrow in nunc opinion is too foones jr 0 , 
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por I my felfeam not fo well prouided, Enter. B . 

As elfe 1 would be, were the day prolonged. of Elf. 

By. Where is myL.prote<ftor,Ihaue Cent for thefeftrawbe- 
Ha. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth today, (ries. 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit. 

I think,e there is neuer a man in chriftendome, 

That can lefTer hide his loueor hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight fhall you know his heart. 

Beer. What ofhis heart perceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood lie fhewed to day? 

Haft. Mary, that with no man here he i s offended. 

For if he were, he would haue fnevven it in his face. 

Bar. I pray God he be not, I fay. Enter Glo. 

Glo. I pray you all, what do they deferue. 

That do confpire my death with diuellifh plots, 

Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild, 

Vpon my bodie with their hellifh charmes ? 

Hall. The tender loue I bearc your grace my Lo t 
Makes me moil forward in this noble prcfcnce, 

To doomc the offenders whatfocuer they be: 

I fay my Lord they haue defer tied death. 

Glo. Then be your eies the witnefleof this ill, 

See how' I am bewitcht, behold mine arme 
Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife , that monftreus witch, 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gratious Lo s 
Glo. If thou protc&or of this damned ftrumpet, 

T elft thou rue ofiffes? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his hcad.Now by Saint Paule, 

I will not dine to day I fw care, 

V hull 1 fee the fame, fome fee it done: 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, maws 
Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: Cat. with Ha. 
For I too fond might haue preuented this: 

Stanley did dreanae the boare did race his hchne, 

i-- ~ " Q 2 But 





But I difdaind it, and did fcorne to flic. 

Three times to day, my fdotedoth horfe did ftumblc, 

And ftartlcd when he lookt ypon the tower, 

As loth to bearc me to the flaughtcrhoufc. 

Qh.neiw I want the P lie ft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies: 

How they at Pomffet bloudily were butcherd, 

And 1 my felfefecure in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauic curfe, 

Is lighted on poorcHaftings wretched bead.. 

Cat. Difpatch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a fhort ftiriftjre longs to fee your head. 

Hajl. O momentary ftatc of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace of hcauen : 

Who buildes his hopes in aii e of your faitelookcs, 

Liues like a drunken fayler on a matt, 

Readie with cuery nod to tumble downe 
Intothefatall bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come lcade me to the b!ocke,beare him my head, 

They fmilc at me, that (hortly fhalbe dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ef Glofter and Buckingham in armor . 

Gle. Come Cofen, canft thou quake and change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert dittraught and mad with terror. 

Buc. Tutfearenot me. 

I can counterfait the deepe T ragedian, 

Spcakc,and looke backe,and prie on eucry fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforcedfmiles. 

And both are ready in their offices 

To grace my ttratagems. Enter, Maiof. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. . 

Buc.' Let me alone to cntertainc him . Lo: Max. 

Glo, Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Sac, The reafon we haue fent for you, 

We, Catesby ouerlopkc the walls.. 
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Back; Harkc,t hcare a drumme. , 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here art enemies. 

Buc, God and our innocencie defend vs. Enter Catesby 
Glo. 0,0, be quiet,it is Catesby. with Hajl. head. 

Cat. Here is the head ofthat ignoble traitor, 

The daungerous and vnfufpeftcd Hatting?. 

Glo. So deare I lou’d the man, that I mutt weepe? 

I tooke him for the plaineft harmelefte man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian, 

Looke ye my Lo: Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein my foulc recorded, 

The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts : 

So fmoothe lie daubd bis vice with fhew of vertue,. - 
That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

I meane hts couerfation with Shores wife. 

He laid from all attainder offufpeft . (traitor 

Buck. Well well, he wasthecouertft fheltrcd 
That euer liu’d ,wold you haue imagined, 

Or almoft belecue, wert not by great prefcruatio 
We liue to tell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the.counccll houfe, , 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Glocefter. , 

Aiaier. What,had he fo? 

Glo. W hat thinke you we are Turks or Infidels, 

Or that we would againft the forme of lawe»< ■ 

Proceed thus raftiiy to the villaines death. 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace of Fngland,and our perlons fafety 
Inforft vs to this -execution? 

Ma. Nowfaire befal you,he deferued his death. 

And you my good Lo:both,haue well proceeded > 

To warnc falfe traitours from the like attempts: 

S neuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftrefle Shore. 

Dut. Yet had not we determined he (hould die, 

V mill your Lordfhip came to fee his death , 

Which now the longing hafte of thefe pur friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning haue preuented ? „ 

G ^ ' SecJUfi; 



ThcTragedie 

Becaufc,my Lord, we would hauc had you heard 
The traitor fpeake, and timeroufly confeffe 
T he mancr,and the purpofc of his treafon, 

That you might well haue figtiificd thefame 
V nto the Citizens, who happily may 
Mifconfter vs in him, and w'ayle his death. 

C JMa. But my good Lord, your graces word {hill ferue 
As well as I had feene or heard him fpeake. 

And doubt you not, right noble Princes both, 

But He acquaint your dutious citizens, 

W ith all your iuft p occedings in this caufe. 

Glo. And to that end we wifht yourLordfhip here, 
Toauoide the carping cenfures of the world. 

Buc. But fince you come too late of our intents, 

Yet witnelTe what we did intend, and fo my Lord a due. 

Git. After, after,cofen Buckingham. Exit Maw. 

The Maior towards Guildhall hies him in all poft. 
There at your mcetft aduantage of the time, 
liiferrc the baftardy of Edwards children: 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Cittizcn, 

Oncly for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houfe, 
Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 
Moreouer.vrge his hatefull luxurie, 

And bcftiall appetite inchangeof Iuft, 

Which ftretched to theirferuants,daughters,wniCJ, 
Euen where his luftfull eye, or fauage heart 
Without controlHifted to make his prey : 

Nay for a neede thus farre,come neerc my perfon. 

Tell them, when that my mother went with childc 
Of that vnfatiate Ed ward, noble Yorke, 

My princely father then had warresin France* 

And by iuft computation ofthe time. 

Found, that the i flue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Beingnothing like the noble Duke my father? 

But touch this fparingly as it were farre oft 
Becaufcyou kiKW,my Lord, my mother hues* 
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Buc. Feare not, my Lord, He play the Orator, 

As if the golden fee for which I plcadc 
Were for my felfe. 

gia. If you thriue well, bring them to baynards Caftle, 
Where you lhall finde me welF accompanied, 

With reuerend fathersandwell learned Bifhops. 

Buc . About three orfourc aclockelooke to heare 
What newes Guildhall affordeth,and fo my Lord farewell* 

Glo. Now will I in to take feme priuie order, Exit Buc- 
To draw the brats of Clarence outoffight, 

And to giue notice that no naaner of perfon 
At any rime haue recourfc vnto the Princes. Exit- 
Enter a Scriuener with a paper in his hand. 

This is the indictment ofthe good Lord Haflings, 

Which in a fet hand fairely is engroflt. 

That it may be this day read ouer in Paules: 

And maikehow well the fequell hangs togicher, 

Eleuen houres 1 fpent to write it ouer* 

Eoryefternight by Catesby was it brought me, 
Theprefident was full aslongadooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houres liued Lord Haftings, 
Vntaynted,vnexamined,free,at liberty { 

Heresa good world, the while. Why whoes fbgroflc 
That fees not this palpable dcoice? 

Yet whofefo blinde but fayes he fees it not? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to naught. 

When fuch bad dealing mud be fene-in thoughr. Exit. 

Enter Glofter at one dore, Buckingham at another. 

Glo. How now my Lotd,what fay the Citizens* 

Due. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizensarc mumme,and fpeake not a word. 

Glo, Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards children? 

'Due. I did, with the infatiate greedineffe of his defires, , 
His tyranniy for triflcs,his owne baftardy, . 

A s being got, your father then in France: 

Withal! I did inferre your lienaments * , 

Being the right Ide a of your father, . 

Both in your forme and noblencftc of niade. 




Laid open all your vi&ories in S cotland : 

Your difcipline in war,wifedome in peace : 

Your bounty ,vcrtuc,faire humilitic: 

Indccdeleft nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntoucht,or fleightly handled in atfcourfc; 

And when mineoratorie grew to an end, 

I bid them that did loue their countries good, 

Crie,God fauc Richard, Englands roy all King, 

Glo, A, and did they fo 1 
TSfic, Nofo Godhelpcme, 

But like dumbe ftatucs or breathing Hones, 

Gazde each on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I faw,I reprehended them, 

Andaskt the Maior what meant this wilfullfilcncef 
His anfvverc was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

Thus, faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd: 

But nothing fpakc in warrant from himfclfe.- 
When he had done.fome followers of mine owne 

At the lower end of the hall,hurld vp their caps, 

And fome ten voices cricd,God faue King Richard, 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends, quoth I, 

This generall applaufe and louing fhoute, . 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue to Richard. 

Ariel fo brake off and came away « , , , 

Gh. What tonglefTe blocks were they, would 'hey not, 
'Sue. No by my troth my Lo t fipeaKe. 

Glo, Will not the Maior then, and his brethren come. 

. Glo. The Maior ishere at hand,and intend fome reare, 
Be not fpoken withalhbut with mightie fotc: 

And looks you get a praierbodke in your hand, 

And flan d betwixt two churchmen good my Los 
For on that ground He build a holy defcant: 

Bencteafiewonnetocurrequefr: 

Play the maides part, fay no, but take it, 

Glo, Fearc not me, if thou canff picade as we 
As I can fay nay to thee, for my tclfc> 
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No doubt weelc bring it to a happie iflue. •• ' 

% uc , You fhal fee what I can do,gct youvpto the leads.£*?. 
Now my Lord Maior,! dance attendance here , 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. Enter Catesby. 
Here comes his feruant: how now Catcsby what faics hef 
frtef. My Lord, he doth intreate your grace 
To vifit him to morrow or next day, 

He is within with two right reucrend fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly futc would he be mou’d, 

T o draw him from his holy exercifc. 

Ehc. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my fclfc,the Maior and Cittizem, 

In deepe defignes and matters ofgreat moment. 

No Iefle importing then our generall good. 

Are come to hauc fomc conferee* with his grace, 

Catef lie tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Sue. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edwards 
He is not lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dalying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating w ith two deepe Diuincs ; 

Not fleeping to ingrofle his idlebody, 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foulc • 

Happie were £ng!and,would this gracious prince 
T ake on himfelfe the foucr : aigntic thereon, 

But fore I feare we fhall neuer winne him to it. 

M at. Marry God forbid his grace fhould fay vs nay. 
Sue. Ifcare.hc will, how new Catesby, £nt. Catef, 

Whet faics your Lord ? - ^ 

Catef. My L.he wonders to what end,you haiic aflemblcd 
Such troupes of Citizens to (pe ake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord, he fcar.es you meane iio good to him. 

Bus. So riel am my noble Cbfen fhould 
Sufpcft me that I meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come inperfett loue to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace.* Exit fittest/. 

u whea 



— 




When holie and dcuout religious men. 

Are at their beads>tis hard to draw them thence, i 

Sp Tweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rtcb.with twp Bifhoft. aloft. 

UWjior. Sec where he ftands betweene two clergie men. 
Bnckt T wo. props.o f vertue for a Chriftian Prince. 
Toftay him from the fall ofvanitie, 

Famous Plantagenet,moft gratiows Prince, 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft, 

And pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy deuotipn andjight. Chriftian zeale» 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do befeech you pardon me, 

Who earneft in the feruice of my God, 

Neglect the vifitationof my friends, 

But leauing this, what is your graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euea-tliat I hope which plcafeth God aboue. 

And allgoodnicn ofthis vngouerned He. 

Glo. I do fufpc# I hauc done fome offence, > . 1. ; 

That feemes difgracious in the Cities e'^s, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance* 

Buc. You haue my Lord, would it pleafe your grace ... 
Atour entreaties to. amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftianland? 
r Buc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne. 

The fupreamc feat ,the throne maicftical]. 

The feeptred office of your aunceftors, 

The lineallglorieofyourroyallhoufe, , • 

To the corruption ofa blemiffitftocke: 

Whilcft in the mildnefle of you fleepk-thoughts, 

"Which here we waken to our countries good, 

This noble lie doth want her proper limbesp 
Her face defac’t with ftars ofinfamic. 

And alrtiofUhouldred in the fwaUowmggulphjjK 
Of blind forgetfulneflc and darke obhuiop,; 

Which to recure wc hartily folicit, _ '£ - 

Your gracious fclfe to take on yon the foucraigntic thereof 
Mot as Protcftot ftcwai d fubftitutc, ^ 
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Of loivlie faftor for anothers^aine: 

But as fucceffiuely from bloiid to bloud. 

Your right of birth.vour Emperie,your owne: 

For this contorted with the Citizens 
Your very worfhipfull and louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation, 

Inthis iuft fute come Ito moouc vour grace. 

Glo. 1 know not whether to depart in filencc. 

Or bitterly to fpcake in your reproofc, 
Bcftfittethmy degree or your condition: 
^ourloue dcfcrocs my thank es, but mydciett 
Vnracritableffiunnesyout high requeu, 
Firftifall obflacles were cutaway. 

And that my path were euen to the crownc. 

As my right reuenew and dew bybki'h, 

Yetfo much is" toy pouertyoffpiiit. 

So mightie and fo many my defefts, 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnefle, 
Beeing a Barke to brooke no mightie fca, 

Then in my greatnefle couet to be hid, 

And inthe vapour of my glory fmotherd: 

But God be thanked theres no need of me, 

And much I need to helpe you if need were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royallfrutc, 

Which mellowed by thc'ftealing houres of time, 
Will well become the feate ofmaieftie. 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne. 

On him I lay what you Would lay on me: 

The right and fortune of his happie ftars. 

Which God defend that I fhuld wring from him- 
Bttc. My lord, this argues cofciehce in your grace. 
But the refpe&s thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All circumftauces well confide red: 

You fay,that Edward is your brothers fonne. 

So fay wc too, but not by Edwards wife, 

For firft he was contra# to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother hues a'witneffe to that vovvc, 

Atjd afterward by.fubfi.imte betrothed 

a s 



To Bona fitter to the King ofFranceJ 
Thefc both put by a poore petitioner, 

A carc-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty- waining and diftrefled widow, 

Eucn in the afternoone of her beft daies 
Made prife and purchafe of hi s Juftfu 11 eye,, 

Seduc’t the pitch and height of all his thoughts; 

To bafe declenfiqn andioathd bigamic. 

By her in his vjnlawfull bed he got. 

This Edward whom our markers terme the prince , 

More bitterly could I cxpoftulate, 

S auc that for reuerence to fome aliue, 

I giue a fparing limit to my tongue: 

Then good my Lord, take to your royall felfc. 

This proffered benefit of dignitie : 

If not to blefle vs and the land withall. 

Yet todraw out yourroyallftocke. 

From the corruption of abufing tiroes 
. Vnto a lineall true deriued courfe*.. 

Mai. Do good my Lord,your ^ittizens entreat you* . 

Cates. O make them ioy full, grant their la wfull fute ■ 

Glo. Alas,why would you heape thofe cares on me* 5 
I am vnfit for jfate and dignitie, \ 

I do befeeph you take it not amide, 

I canno t, nor I will notyee’dtoyou. 

Bhc* If you refufc it as i n loue and zealc, , 

Loth to depofe the child your brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tenderneile ofheart. 

And gentle kinde effeminate remorfe, , 

Which we hauc noted in you to your kin. 

And egallie indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you accept our fute or no. 

Your brothers fonne (hall neuer raigneour lung, 

But wc will plant fome other in thethroane, 

T o the difgrace and dqwnfull of your houfe: 

And in this refolution here wc lcauc you. , 

Come Cuizcns,zounds ile intreat nomore. 

^/tf.QdoqotfwearemyLordofBudunghanj, 




Cater Call them againe,my lord, and accept their fute* 
^Ano. D o,good ray lord,leaft all the land do rew it. 

Glo. Would you inforce me to a world of care ; 

Well, call them againe, l am not made of done*, 

But penetrable to y our kmde increases, , 

Albeit againft ray confcience and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham, and you fage grauc racO* 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe. 

To beare her burthen whe ther I will or no, 

I muff hauc patience to indure the lode. 

But if blacke feandale or foule-fac t reproach 
Attend the fequell ofyour impofition. 

Your meerc inforccmcnt (hall acquittance me 

From all tlw impure blots and ftaines thereof, 

For God he knowcs.and you may partly fee, - 
How farre I am from the defire thereof. . 

Mm. God blcffc your grace, we fee it,and will lay it. • 

Glo. In faying fo,you (hall but fay the truth. 

'Em. Thenlfalutcyou with this kingly title i 
Long Hue Richard, Englands royall king. 

Mai. Amen. 

Bus. To morrow will it pleafeyoutobe crown’d; 

Glo. Eucn when you will,fince you will hauc it fo. 

Euc. To morrow then we will attend your grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good cofen, farwcll gentle. friends. 

Enter Qneene mother^Duche^e of T orkt t Marques 'Dorfit, dt.- 
one door e^DstcheJJe of G loft era t another doore.. 

Du. Who meets vsheerc.my nceccPlantageneti 
Q«. Sifter well met, whether away fo fail J 
Dm. No. farther then the Tower,and as I gueffo ; . 
Vpon the like dcuptionas ypurfelucs, : . . . ; ■ , ^ 
Togratulatc the tender Princes there.: 

Q«. Kind fiftcr thanks, weele enter all togithcr, Enter 

And in gpod time here the Liuetcnant comes* Lieutenant. 
M.Licutcnant,pray youby your leaue, r ; . 
How fares the Prince* 

Liu . Well Madaro,and in health, but by your lcaue> 

Hi I 




I maynotfuffer you to viiTt him, 

Thekinghath ftraightlic charged thecontrarie, 

Q *• The king? whic,whofc that? 

Lien. 1 crie you mcrcie,I mcane the Lord proteftor. 

xjPx. 7, Lor , P, rotca h,ra from ^at Kinglie title- 
rtath he icc bounds betwixt their louc and me: 

am their mocher,who fliould keepc me from them? 

I am their rather, Mother, and will fee them. 

Glo. Their aunt I am in !aw,in leue their mother: 
I licnfearc not thcu.lle beaFe thy blame. 

And take thy office from thee on my -peril!. 

!> Lteu - I doo bcfeech your graces all to pardon me: 

1 am bound by oath,I may not do it. Enter.L.Stanlit 0 

Stan. Let me but meetcyou Ladies an hourc hence. 
And He falutc your grace Of Yorke, as Mother: 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Queencs. 

Come Madam,you muff go with me to Weftminftcr, 
There to be crowned Richards royall Queene. 

O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May haue fome fcope to bcatc,or clfe found. 

With this dead killing newes. .r. . 

■Dor. Madame;haue edrnfbftjhoW fares your grace? 
J2*t. O Dorfetjfpeake not to nie,g«'thec hence. 

Death anddeftruftipn dogge theeafthe heeles, 

Thy mothers namett ominous. to children, ! ; 

If thou wilt outftrip death,go : crofi e the Teas, 

And liu'e with Richmond,f'roiai tire reach efhell, i ‘ - 

Go hie thee, 'hie thee, from- tliis {laughter houfc', 
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And make me die thiitiirall of Margarets curfle, 

Nor mother, Wife, UdrEnglands counted Queene, 
Stan. Full of wife care is thisyour counfell Madaffij 
Take all the fwift aduantage ofthe time. 

You fhall haue kttersfr06rme to my foririe. 

To meetcyou on the way,and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardie.by vri Wife delay . " ' 

Dftch.Ter. O ill difperfing winde of mifetie, : 

Omy aceurfed wpmbe,the bed of death, 
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A Cocattice haft thou hatch* to the world, 
whofe vnauoided cie is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam>I in all hafte was fent. 

Dock. And l in all vnwillingneUe will go, •„ 

I would to God that the inclufiue verge,- 
Of *olden tnettall that muft round my browe,» 

Were red hotte fteele to fcare me to. the brame, 

Annointed let me be with deadly porfon, 

And die.cre men can fay, God faue the Quccnc. 

9a, Ala? poore foul e, I enuic nottheglorie,. • 

To feede my humer.wifh thy fclfe no harme.: 

Dncb.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me as 1 followed Henries courfe. 

When fcarce the bloud was well waftrt from hn hands, . 
Which ifihedfronvmy other angel husband, ■ 

And that dead faint, which then,l weeping followed 
O, when I fay.I lookt on Richardj faee, . 

This was my with, be thou quothl accurft. 

For making me fo young, fo olde a widow, 

And when thou wedft,let fortow haunt ihy.bed*.'. 
Andbethy.wife,ifany bcfo madde, i • 

As miferable by the death of thee,, v •• 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen 1 can repcate this curfe againe, 

Euen in fo fliort a fpace jny womans hcarti . 

Croflclic grew taptiue to hisjrnbic words, 

Andprou’d the Cubicles of my owhe foul es curfe, 

Which euer fince hath kept my eyes from Pcepc, ;; 

For ncucr yct,one houfe in his bed, 

Haiuel cnioyedihe golden dew. offteepe, , 

But haue bene waked by ibis titnerous dreames, l 
Relides, he hates me for my father Warwieke, .,. 
Andwillthortlyberidofme, •: -.ajtliW. 

On. Alas poorefoule,I pittie thy-complaints. 

Dyck, G/(?.No morc then from my foulc l mournc for yourSo 
J2**. Farevvellithouwofullwelcomer of glorie. 

Duch.Glo, Adue poore faule.thou takft thy leaue of it 
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Go thou to Richard, and good Angels garde thee. 

Go thou to fanftuane,good thoughts pofTefTe thee' 

1 to my grauc where peace and reft lie with me, * 
hightie oddc yeares of forrow hauel fecne. 

And each hourcs ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

The Trumpets ftund,& iter Richard crcrrned inching. 
ham,Catesby rrith other Nobles. ' & 

S«nd all apart. Cofcn of Buckingham, 

$L U T C ft h ^ d5 i Here he afeendeth 

Thuslnghbythyaduice the three. 

And thy affiftancc is king Richard feateck 
But fhall wc wcarc thefc honours for a day? 

Or fhall they laft,and we reioicein them? 

Rue. Still liue they,and for for cuer may they hft. 

King Ri. O Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 

T o trie if thou be currant gold indeed: 

Young Edward lines : thinke now what I would fay, 

Rue. Sayon my gratiousfoueraigne. i r< 
King . Why Buckingham,! fay I would be king. 

Rue . W hy fo you arc my thrice renowmed 1 icgc>. 

King. Ha : am I king i tis fo,but Edward lures. 

Rue , True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcquence. 

That Edward ftillihould liue true noble prince* 
Cofen,thou wertnot wont to be fo dull: 

Shall I be plaine i I wifli the baftards dead, - ■ 

And I would haue it fuddcnly performde. 

What faift tho u? fpcake fuddenly be brecfc. 

Rue. Your grace may do your pleafure. 

King. T ut, tut, thou art all yce,thy kindnefle freefeth, 
Say, haue I thy confent that they fhall die ? q 

Rue. Giue me fome breach jfome little paufc my Lord, 
Before I pofitiucliefpeakc herein® t •* • •’ • 

1 will refolue your grace imthediatlie. 



jer; 




And vnrclpcftiuc boies, none arc for nie 
That look® iflto iras with eonfiderate cies ? 



Boy, 












Ol 



Bov,hi»h reaching Buckingham growes circumfpcft. 

B*/. ^My Lord. . ' .. 

King. Knoweft thou not any whom corrupting gold 

Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy . My lord, I know a difeohtented gentleman. 

Whole humble meanes match not his haughueminde, 
Golde were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him ttffny thing. 

Kmg. What is his name? 

Boy. His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

Ktng.Go call him hither presently. 

The deepe reuoluing witne Buckingham, 

No more fhall be the neighbour to my coupfcll. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirdc 
And flops he now for breath? Enter Darby. 

How now, What newes with you? 

Darby . My Lord, I heare the Marqueflc Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofc parts beyond the fcas where he. 



abides. 

Kmg. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

King , Rumor it abroad, 

That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

T will take order for her keeping clofe: 

Enquire me out fome meane borne gentleman, 

Whom I will marrieftraight to Clarence daughter. 

The boy is foolifh,and I feare ndtihim: 

Looke how thou dreamft : 1 fay agahle,giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and 1 ike to die. 

About it,for it flands me much vpon 
To flop ajl hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

Imuflbe married to my brothers daughter, 

Or elfe my Kingdome (lands on brittle glaffe, 

a ther her brothr rs,and then marrie her, 
ertaine way of gaine,but I amin 
it re in blond, that fin plucke on fin, 
c falling pittie dwcls notin this eye. Enter TirreL 
Y name Tirrell. . 

r. James Tirrelland vour inofl obedient fubietL * 

_ _ * I K**l 





King. Aft thou indeed?; 

Tir. Proue me my gracious foucraigne. 

King. Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

7tr. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 
King. Why there thou haft it two deepe enemies, 

Foes, to my reft, and my fweei fleepes difturbs, 

Are they that I would haue thee dealc vpon; 

Tirrely l mcane thofe baftards in. the toWer. 

Tir. Let me haue open meanes to come to them, 

And foone ile rid you from the feare of them. 

Kin. Thou fingft fweet muficke. Come hither TtrreH- 
Go by that token , rile and lend thine eare. He vrbifpezs in his 
Tis no more but fo,fay is itdone, earc , 

And I will loue thee and prefer thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my gracioutlord. 

AT/^.Shall we heare fromthee 7Vrre/,cre we fleep?£».i?«c, 
Tir. Ycfhallmy Lord. 

Bhc. My lord, I haue confidcred in my mind, > 

The late demaund that you did (bund me in. 

Ktng. Well, let that pafle,Porfct is fled to Richmoncb 
Buc. I heare that newes my lord. 

King. Stanley heis-your wiues fonnes, W el lookc to it... 
Bhc. Mylor.d,Iclaimeyourgift ) mydueby promifc, 
For which your honor and your faith is pa wnd. 

The Earledome ofHerford and the moueables, 

The which your promifed I fliould poflclTe. 

King. Stanley looke.to your wife ,if (he conuey . . 

Letters to Richmond you fhall anfwere it. 

Bhc. What faies your highnefle to my iuft demand! 
l(jng. As I remember, Hcnrie the fixt 
Didprophccic that Richmond ihould be king. 

When Richmond was a little peeuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My lord. 

King. How chance the prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me,I being by .that I Ihould kill him» 

Bnck. MyJord.your promifeFor the Earledome. 

Kin. Richmond, when laft I was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtcfie flic wed me the Caftle, 

■ - i •- • ■ ' : :> M 



And called it Rugc-mounr,at which name Iftarted, 
flecaufea Bard of Ireland colde tne once 
I ihould not liue long after I law Richmond. 

Bac. My lord, . 

King. I.whats a clocked 

<Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 

Ofvvhatyoupromifdme. 

King,. Well, but whats a clockei 

Bhc. Vpon the ftroke often. 

King. Well, let it ftrike. , 

Bhc. Why let it ftrike? 

King. Becaufe that like alacke thou keepeft tlie ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing vainc to day. 

Bhc. Why then refolue me whether you will or no? 

A7.Tut,(Ut,thou trouble ft me, lain not in the rain. Exit* 

Buck. I s it eucn fo,rcwards he my true feniice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made 1 him kingfor this? 

O let me thinke ori Haftings, and begone 
T o Brecnock while my fearcfull head is on. Exit l 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell. 

Ttr. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done. 

The mod arch-aft ofpitteouS maflacrc. 

That euer yet this land Was gtiiltie of, 

Dighton and Forreft whom! did fubbornc, 

To do this ruthlefle peece of butchcric, 

Although they were flelht villains, bloudie dogs. 

Melting with tendernefle and kind compaffion. 

Wept hketwo children in their deaths fad ftoriess 
Lo thus quoth Dighton laie thofe tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdling on another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes, 

Their lips foure red Rofes on a ftalke. 

Which in their fumraer beaUtie kift each other, 

A bookc of praiers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd my mindc, 

But othe diucl: their the villainc ftopt, 

Wlid cft Djghtoa thus told on we fmothered ^ 
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Themoft replenifhed fweet worke of nature, 

That from the prime creation euer he framed 
Thus both are gone with confciencc and remorfe. 

They could not fpeake and fo I left (Hem both, 

T o bring this tidings to the bloudie king, j Enter Ki. Rich. 
And here he comes,all haile my fcueraigne Le v e- 
King. KindTirrcllamlhappiefntbynewesf 
T ,r .If to haue done the thing you giue in charge. 

Beget your happinefTe.be happie then 

F orit is done my Lord , 

King. Butdidft thou fee them dead f 
Ttr. I did my Lord. 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell# . 

Ttr. The Chaplaine of the tower hath buried them. 

But how or in what place 1 do not know. 

Ttr. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper. 

And thou fhalt tell the procede oftheir death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor ofthy defire. Exit Ttrnl 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp cbfe. 

His daughter meanelic haue I matcht in marriage, 

The Cannes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome> 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnight, 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I go a iollie thriuing wooer. Enter Cute sty. 

Cat. My Lord, 

King. Good newes or bad, that thou comeft in fo bluntly* 
Catef, Bad newes my Lord,£/r is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardic Welchmen, 

Is in the field, and ftill his power increafeth. 

King. Ely withRichrnond troubles 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied armie: 

Come I haue heard that fcarefull commenting 
Is leaden feruitour to dull delay, • 

, iDelay leads impotent and fnailc-pa& b 
X T fa & nir Wi** * 
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of Richard the third; 

Ioues Mcrcurie and Herald fora King* _ 

Come mufter men, my counfailc is my flueld. 

We mud be briefe when traitors braue the held. Exeunt, 

Enter Queene Margaret fold. 

6) Mar. So now profperitic begins to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of Death : 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue I lurkf, 

To watch the warning of mine adaerfaries : 

A dire induction am 1 yvi* ne fk *o> 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will proouc as bitter, blacke and tragical!. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here? 

, Enter the jQit.andthe DnchefeofTotty. 

Q£. Ah my young prince$,ah my tender babes.' 

My vnblowncflowers,ncw appearing fweets, 

I f yet your gentle foules flie in the ay rc 
And be not fixt in doome perpetuall, 

Houer about me with your aierie wings, . ... 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Q u.Mar. Houer about -her, l^y tlwt ri&ht frrright* 
Hath dimd your infant morne, to-aged night., . 

Q». Wilt thou,0 God, file from fuch gentle lambes s 
And throw themin theintrailesofthe wolfc : 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deedc was done ? 
Qu.Mar. Whenholie Harr/ died, and my fweet fonne. 
Duck. Blind fight, dead life, popremortall lining ghoft, ; 
Woes feeane, worlds fliame,graues due by life vfurpt, 

Reft thy vnreft on England s lawfull earth, 

Vnla wfullie made dtunke with innocents bloud. * 

Q«. O that thou woludft as well affoord a grauc,, 

As thou canft yeeld a meianchplie featc. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft then? here: ... .. 

O who hat h any caufe to mourne but 1 5 
Due. So many miferieshaue crazd my voice 
That my woe- wearied tongue is mute and duqahe? 

Ed ward Plantagcnet , why art thou dead?, i c 0 ’ \ ad • . ; : 
Qjhfar, If ancient %tow,be moft reuereoE, . 

Giuc mine the benefite of fignonc. 



And let my woes frownc on the vpper hand, 

Iflorrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vewingmine, 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild him: 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Ed wards'll I a Richard kild him 
Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou dift kill him: 

I had a Rutland too.thou hopft to kill him. 
Q^-Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him 
From forth the kennell of thy woinbe hath crept, 

A hcl-hound-that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge,that had his teeth before his eyes 
T o worrie lambes,and lap their gentle blouds. 

That foule defacer of Gods handic vvorke, 

Thy wombe let loofe,to ehafe vs to our graues, 

O vpright, iuft, and true difpofing God, 

How do I thanke thee,that this carnal! curre, 

Praies on the lllue ofhis mothers bodie, 

And makes-herpupfellow with others mone. 

©«f,0,Harft«s Wife', triumhmot in my woes, 

God witnefle withme,I haue wept for thee. 

QM*. Bearc with me, lam hungrie for reuenge. 

And now I cloie me with beholding it. 

Thy Ed ward,heis dead , that ft abd my Edward, 

Thy other'Edward dead , toejuit my Edward, 
Yong*Yorke,he is but bpote beeaufc both they 
Match not the high perfeftion of my Ioffe : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke plare. 

The adulterate Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan', Gray? 

V numelyfmothredin theirduslciegraucs, 

Richard yet Hues, hels blackc intelligencer, 

Onely referued their feftor to buie foules. 

And fond them thither, but at band at hand, 

Enfues his piteous,atid vnpitticdctfd. 

Earth gapes,hcllburncs,fende5'roarc,fointespray, 



Ganccll hisbondoflife,deareGodI pray. 

That I may liue to fay, the dog is dead. 

O thou didft prophecie the time would come. 
That I ftipuld wiffi for thee to helpe me curffe. 

That botteld fpider, that foule hunch-backt toade, 
QJrfAr. I cald thee then,vaine flourilh of my fortune,. 
I cald thee then, poore fhadow, painted Quecne, 

The prefentation of,but what 1 was, . 

The flattering index ofadivefull pageant. 

One heaued a high, to be hurlddowne belowe, • , 

A mother onely,mockt with two fweetc babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert a breath, a bubble, 
Afigneofdignitie,agarifhflagge, ; 

To be the aime of euery dangerous fhot, 

A Quecne in ieaft,one!y<tofill the foeane. 

Where isthy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where are thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who fucs to thee, and cries God Ciue the Quecne? 

Where be the bending peercs that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee# 
Decline all this, and fee, what now thou art,. 



For happie wife,a moft diftrcffcd Widow, 

For ioy foil mother, one that wailes the name,. 

For Quecae,a very Catiue crownd with care. 

For one being fued too,onc thathumblie foes, 

For o nc commaundingalljpbcycdof none. 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd of me, 

• Thus hath the cqurfe of mffice wheel’d about # 

And left thee but,a very pray to time, 

Hauing na.more,butthoughc of what thou were, 

T o torture thee the morp, being- what thou art, 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thoUflOt, 

Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my farrow, 

Now thy proudencckcjbeares halfe my burthened yoke*. 
From which, cuen here,I flip my wcarie neeke^. 

And leauc the burthen pftt all on thee s 
Farewell Yorkes wife,an4 Quecne.pf fosimifohance,, - 
TheffEnglifo woes^wiUmak^me foaffc fo France* . . 

-- "" - Mi 
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Q*. O thou well skilcf in curfes,ftay a while, 

Ana teach me how to curfc mine enemies. 

Qu.Mar. Forbcare to fleepe the nights and faft the dales, 
Compare dead happineffe withliuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fooler then he is, 

Bettring thy lode makes the bad caufer woife, 

Reuoluing this, will teach thee how to curie. • 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
Q^/k/.Thy woes wil make them (harp, & pierce like mine. 
*Du. Why fhouldcalamitie be full of words? Exit Mar,. 
Q*. Windic atturnies to your Client woes. 

Aerie fucceeders ofinteftateioies, 

Poore breathing Orators of miferies, 

Lct'them haue fcope, though what they do impart, 

Helpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

‘Due. Iffo,then be not tQong-tide,gowithme, 

And inthe breath of bitter words, lets fmother 
My damned fonne,which thy two fyveet fonnesfmotherd, 

1 heare his drum,bc copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with drummet 
dndTrumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Duch. A fhe.that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wonibe. 

From all the {laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Qu. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 
Where fhould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owed that Crowne, 

AnH the diredeath of my twofonnes.and brothers: 

Tell me thou villaine flaue, where are my children? 
Z>«e/&.Thoii rode, thou tode.wHere is thy brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plahtagenef, his fonne: 

Q«. Where is kind fJu^ings\Riuers t Kaughan.Grnji 
King. A flourifhtrumpcts.fr tike alarum drummes,- 
Let not the heauens heare thefe tchtale women' 

Railc on tk Lords annointed: Strike I fay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intr cat me fairc, 
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of Richard the third. 

Or with the clamorous report of war: 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

<J)u. An thou my fonne? 

King. I, I thank God, my father and your fclfe, 

‘Dn, Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Dh. I will be mild and gentle in my fpccch. 

Kin . And briefe good mother for 1 am in haft. 

Du. Art thou fo-haftie I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh,pain e and agonie. 

King. And came I not at laft to comfort you? 

Du. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A grccuous burthen w>as thy bvrth to me. 

Techie and wai ward was thy infancie, - 

Thy fchoolc-daies frightful, defperate,wilde, and furious: 

1 Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous.* 

Thy age confirmed,proud,fubtil,bloudie,trccherous. 

What comfortable houre canft thou name 
That eucr grac’t me in thy companie J 
77/. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie. 

If it be fo dilgratious in your fight, 

■ Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Du. O heare me fpeake,for I fhall neuer fee the more. 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter, 

Du. Either thou wilt die by Godsiuft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall perifh, 

And neper looke vponthy face againet 
Therefore take with tlijee my moft heauic curfe,, 

Whichlin the day ofbattaile the thee more 
Then all the compleat armor that thqgyvearft. 

My pi aiers on the aduerfe patfie fight*, . . 

And there the little foulcs of Ed wards children, 1 ... 

Whifper the fpirits off hine enemies, 

And promifethem fuccefic andviftoric, 

K Bloudie 




Bloudie thou art, bloudie will be thy end. 

Shame ferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit 

0*L< Though far more caufc, yet much leffefpirir to curfe 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam,I muft fpeake a word with you* 
Q«. I hauc no more fonnes ofthe royall bloud, 

For thee to mur ther,for my daughters Richai d, 

They ihalbc praying Nunnc$ s not weeping Queenes, 

And therefore leuell not to hit their hues. 

Kmg. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
Vertuousand f'airc, royall and gracious. 

Q u. And muft fhe die for this? O let her liue ! 

And lie corrupt her manners, ft ainc her beautic. 

Slander my felfc as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the valeofihtamie, 

So fhe ‘may hue vnskard from bleeding flaughter, 

I will coniefte fhe was notEdvvardsdaughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royall bloud. 

Q#» T o faue her !ife,ile fay fire is not fo. 

King. Her life is onlie fafeft in her birth. 

Q«. And onelic in that fafetie died her brothers. 

Kmg. Lo at their births good ftars were dppofitc. 

Q#. No to their hues bad friends were contraric* 

King. All vnauoided is the doomc ofdeftinie. 

Q». True, when auoided grace makes deftinie. 

My babes were deftindc to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

J^.Madam,fo thi iuel in my dangerous attempt of hofltlc 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Then cuer you or yours were by me wrongd. 

Q*. what good is couerd with the face ofheauen, 

Tobedifcouerdthatcandomegood. . T , 

Kmg. The aduanccment of your children mighticLadyi 
Q». Vp to fomcfcaffold, there to loofe their heads. 
Kin. Notothedignitieand height of honor, 

The height impcrialltipc of this earths gloric. 

Q m. Flatter my forrovyes with report of it. 

Tell me what ftatc,what dignitic,what honor. ^ 
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Canft thou demife to any child of mines 
King. Euenall I haue, yea and my felfe and all. 

Will I withall endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angric foule. 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrong* 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

Qn. Be brcefe,lcaft that the proceffe of thy kindneffe, 
Laft longer telling then thy kindneffe doo. 

K. T hen know that from my foule I louc thy daughter. 
Q«. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 
Kmg. W hat do you thinke? 

Q». That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule. 

So from thy foules louc didft thou her brothers. 

And from my hearts loue I do thankc thee for it. 

King. Be not fo haftic to confound my meaning, 

I meane that with my foule I loue thy daughter. 

And meane to make her Queene of England. 

Qu. Say then, who doft thou meane fhal! be her king* 
Kmg. Euen he that makes her Queene, who fhould clfe? 
Q«. What thou# 

Kmg. I, cuen I, what thinkcycu ofit Madame^ 

Q«. Ho vv canft thou wooie her# 

King. That would I learne of you. 

As one that arc beft acquainted with her humor. 

Qu. And wilt thou 1 earne of me f 
Km. Madam with all my heart. 

Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers, 

A pain: of bleeding hearts thereon ingraue, 

Edward and Yorke.thenhappeliefhe will weepe. 

Therefore prefentto her asfometimcsMargaret 

Did to thy father, a handkcrchcffeftecpt in Rutlands blood 

And bid her drte her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her a ftoric of thy noble ads: 

Tell her thou madeft away her V nckle Clarence, 

? 1 j o* C ^ e Rlucr? >y« ar, d for her fake 

- v a. dt quickeconueiance with her good Aunt Anne, 
*?Sf* Come, conic, you mocke me, this is not the way* 

K 2 T® 
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To win your daughter* 

Q#. There is no other way, 

V nlcfte thou couldft put on feme other fliape. 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

King. Infer faire Englands peace by this alliance. 

Q«. Which lhe fhall purchafe with ftill lafting war. 
King. Say that the king which may commaund intreats. 
Q#. That ither hands, which the kings king foibid. 
Kmg. Say flic fhalbc a high and mightie Qucene. 

Qw. T o waile the title as her mother doth. 

King. Say I will loue her euerlaflingly. 

Qu. But how long fliall that title eucr laft? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire liues end. 

Q«. But how long faircly fhall her fweet life laft£ 

Kwg. So long asneauen and nature lengthensit. 

Q«. So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

Kmg. Say I her foueraigne am her fubiett loue. 

Q«. But fhe your fubieft loaths fuch fouei aigntie. 

King. Be eloquent in my behalfc to her. 

Qw. An honeft talc fpecds beft being plainly told. 

Km. Then in plaine ter mes tell her my louing tale. 

Qh. Plaincandnothoneftistooharlhaflile. 

Kmg. Madam your reafons are too lhallow&too quicke 
Qw. O no,my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poore infants in their graue. 

King. Harpe on it Bill fhal I, till hartftrings breake. 
King. Now by my George, my Garter and my Crownc* 
Qh. Prophand,diihonourd,and the third vfurped. 
King. I fwearc by nothing. 

Qh. By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand, hath loft his holy Hooort 

. The Garterblcmifht,pawnd his knightlie vertue: 
Thccrownc vfurpt,difgrac J t his kinglie dignitie. 

If fomething thou wilt fweare to be beleeude. 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong 
King. Now by the world, 

Q». Tis full ofthyfoul« wrongs. KtifrW 
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Kmg. My fathers death. 

< 2 u. Thy life hath that dilhonerd. 

King. Then by my felfe. 

< 2 h. Thy felfe.thy felfe mifufeft. 

King. Why, then by God. 

Jiiht, Gods wrong is moft of all, 

If thou'hadft feard ,to breake an oath by him, 

The vnitie the king my brother made. 

Had not bene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft feard to breake an oath by him. 

The emperiall mettall circling now thy brow, 

Had graft the tender temples of my childe, 

And both the Princes had bine breathing here. 
Which now, two tender play-fcl'owesfor duft. 

Thy broken faith ,hath made a praiefor wormes. 

King. By the time to come. 

That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft, 

For I my fclfe,haue many tearcs to vvafh. 

Hereafter timc,for time, by the paft wrongd. 

The children liue,whpfe parents thou haft flaughtrcd, 
Vngouernd youth, to waile it in their age. 

The pa rents liue, whofe children thou haft butcherd, 
Old withered plants,to waile it with their age, 

Sweare not by time to come,for that thou haft 
Mifufed.errc vfed,by time mifufed orepaft. 

Kmg. A s I intend to profper and repent, 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt. 

Of hoftile armes, my felfe, my felfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft. 

Be oppofitc, all planets of good luckc. 

To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculatd deuocion,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confifts my happincfle and thine. 

Without, her followcs to this land and me, 

T o thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule* 

Sad deflation, ruine,and decaie. 

It cannot be auoyded but by this, 




ThcTragedie 

It will nolbc auoided but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo,) 

Be theatturney of my loue to her. 

Pleadc what 1 will be,not what I haue bene. 

Not by dcfcrts,but what I will deferue, 

Vrge the nece (Title and ftate of times. 

And be not pecuilh.fond in great de'fignes, 

Shal 1 be tempted of the diacll thus’ 

K ,n g. Ijifthe diuell tempt thee to doo good, 

«^Shall 1 forget my felfe,to be my fclfe. 

Ijifyour lelfes remembrance, wrong your Iclfe. 
But thou didft kill my children. 

King. But inyour daughters wombe,I buried-them, 
Wherein thatneft offpiccriethey {hall breed, 

Selfcs ofthemfelucsjtoyour recomfiture. 

Q*> Shall I go winne my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happie mother by the deede. 

Q". I goe, write to m.cvery Thortlie. 

Ktn. Bearc her ray true loue $ kifle,farewcl Exit , 

Relenting foole, and lhallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. My gracious foucraigne, on the Weftcrnecoaft, 
Ridcth a puiflanc Nauic. T o the fir ore. 

Throng many doubtful 1 hollow harted friends, 
Vnarmd,and vnrefolud to bcate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is-t heir Adtnirall, 

And therethy hull,cxpe&ing but the aide, 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them a fhore. 

King. Some light-foote friend, port to the Duke ofNotfE 
RatclilFe thy fclfe,or Catcsbic, where is he? 

Cat. Here my Lord. 

\ Ktng. Flic to the Duke,poft thou to Salisburie, 
IfWfeivrhou comeft there, dull vnmindfull villaine. 

Why ftandft thou ftill? and goeft not to the Duke. 

Cat. Jfirft mightic foucraigne , let me know your cuinde# 
Whac.fofcm your grace, I fhali deliucr them. 

King. 0,truc good Catesbicjbid him leuic Araight, 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 

And mcctc me prefcntlieat Salisburie. 
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Rat. What is it your hignes pleafure,I rtial do at Salibuty? 
Xing. Why, what wouldft thou do there before I go* 
Rat. Your highnefle told me I fhould port before.. 

Km. My mind is changd fir, my minde is changd. > 

How now, what newes with you? 

Enter Darbie. 

'Z^r.None good my Lord,to pleafeyou with the hearing. 
Nor nonefo bad,butit may well be told. 

Kmg. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why doeft rhou runne fomany mile about, 

When thou mailt tell thy tale a nearer way.- 
Once more, what newes? 

Dar. Richmond is on thefcas, 

Kmg. There let him finke,and be the feason him, 

White liuerd runnagatc, what doth he there? 

Dar, 1 know nor mightie foueraigne,but by guefle. 

King, Well fir, as yougucfTc,.is you guelle. 

'Dar. Sturd vp by Dorfct, Buckingham and Elie, 

He makes for England, there to claimc the crowne. 

King. Is the chaire Emptie ? is the fword vnfwaicdf 
Is tlft king dead ? the empire vnpoflefti 
What heire ofYorke is there aliuc but we* 

And who is Englands king,but great Yorkcs heire ? 

Then tell me, what doethhe vpon the lea? 

Dar. Vnlefle for that my liege, I cannot guefle. 

King. Vnlefle for that, he comes to beyour liege, 

You, cannot guelle, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuolt,and flie to him I feare. 
r Dar. No mightie liege, therefore rhiftruftrae not. 

Kmg. Where is thy power then, to bcate him backcf 
Where are thy tennants,and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the Wcfteme fltbre? 

Safe condu£ting,the rebels from their fhips. 

Dar. No my goodLord,my friends arc in the North. 
K^.Cold friends fo Richard,whatdothey in the North! 
When they fliould ferue, their foucraigne in the Weft. 

Dar. They haue not bin commaunded, mightic foucraigne. 
Plcafeit yourMaicflic togiucmelcauc, 

■ He. 





lie mutter vp my friends and mecte your grace. 

Where, and what time,your Maieftie fhall plcafe. 

&«g.l,I,thou wouldft be gone to ioync with Richmond, 

I will not truft you Sir. * 

Dar . Mott mightie Scueraigne, 

Youhaue no caufc to hold my friendfhip doubtfull, 

I neuer was, nor neuer will be falfe. 

King, Well, go mutter men, but heerc youdeaue behirde, 
Your fonne George Stanlie,looke your faith be firme, 

Or elfe,his heads atturancc is but frailc. 

Dar. So deale with him.as I prooue true to you. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef My gracious foueraigne,now in Deuonlhirc, 

As I by friends am well aduertifed, 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bifhop of Exeter ,his brotherthere, 

With many mo confederates, are in armes. 

Enter an other Meffenger, 

Mef My Liege,in Kent the Guilfordes arc in armes, 
Andeuery houre more competitors, 

Flockc to their aide,andftill their power increafeth. 

Enter another M efferger. 

Mef. My Lord, the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 

He Jlrtheth him, 

Kmg. Out on you owlcs, nothing but fongs of death. 
Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Mef. Your grace miftakes,the nevves 1 bring is good, 
My newes is, that by fudden floud,and fall of water , 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie is difpertt and fcattered, 
A nd he himfelfe fled.no man knowes whither. 

King. 01cncyoumcrcie,Ididmiftake, 

Ratcliffe reward him, for the blow I gauc him. 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham. 

Mef Such proclamation hath bene made my liege. 

Enter another Me finger. in ^ 

Mef. . Sir Thomas Louel, and Lord Marques Dorfct, 

Tis faid my Degc.arc vpin armes, 
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Yet this good comfort bring Itoy~ur grace. 

The Brittainenauie is difpertt, Richmond in Dor/hirc 
Sent out a boate to aske f hem on the fhore, . 

Ifthey were his afliftants yea, or no: 

Who anfwcred him, they came from Buckingham, 

Ypon his partie,he miftrufhng them, 

Hoift fade, and made away for Bricraine. ' 

Kmo . March on, march on 3 fince we are vp in arfries, 
Ifnot to fight with forreine enemies, 

Yet to beate do wne,thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby, 

Cat, My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the beft newes, that, the Earle of Richmond, 

Is (vith a mightie power landed at Milford, #V; 

Is colder tidings.yet they mutt be told. ' 

King. Away towards Salisburie, while wc reafon hete, 
A royal 1 batteil might be wonne and loff. 

Someone fake order Buckingham be brought, 

T. o Salisburie, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Dar(ne,Sir C.hrtjlopher. 

~P* r ; Sir ChriftopheiVtell Richmond this from me, 

1 haf in the uie of this moft bloudiebore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
ft 1 rcuolr,off goes young Georges head, 

Tlie fcare ofthat, withholds my pi efent aide, 

, “ ut t?Il me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Pem broke,orat Herford-weftin Wales. 
aK - What men of name refort to him, 

' c; nv t!i ' S" Walter Herbert, 3 renowmed fouldicr, ' 

, ^Gdoert Talbot, fir William Staniie, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir Lures Blunt, 
ivice vp Thomas. .with a valiant crew. 

W ith many moe of noble tame and worth, 

r ? War ® s London >hey do bend their courfe, 
y the way, they be not toughr w uhall. 

TdlT rU T''^ Vnt ° my tc-rd c ommend me to him. 

He 9 i, L CCI ' e halh ha,t,ht CO! dented, 

«e mail cfpoufe Elizabeth hei daughter, 

1* Thcfic 
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Thcfe letters will refolue him of my minder 
Farewell. Exeunt, 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Sue. Will nor king Richard Ur me fpeake with him. 
Rat. NomrLord^hcrcfore bepatient. 

Buck.. Haftings,and Edwards children, Rittcrs,Gray, 
Holie king Hcnric.and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Vaugban,andall thatluus miforried, 

By vnderhand corrupt ed'.foule iniuflice, 

If that your moodic difeontented foules, 

Do throgh die clou ies behold this prefent houre, 

Eden for..rcucnge,mocke my deftruftion. 

This is Alfoules day fell owes, is ituot? ■ 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Buc, Whiethen Alfoules day, is my bodies domcfdayi 
Thi# is th e-dav, that in king Edward time, 
lynifht might fallen me, when I was found, 

Falfe to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day,wherein I wifht to fall, 

Bv the falfe faith, of him I trufted moft : 

Thjs,?has Alfoules day, to my fearefullfoulcy 
Is the determind refpit of my wrongs: 

What high aUfeer,thatI dallicdavith. 

Hath tumd my fained prayer on my head, 

And giuen in carneft what I begd in ieaft. 

Thusd<?etb he force the fwords of wicked mee* 

To tumetheir owne pointes,on their maifters bofome* 
Now Margarets curfc, is fallen vpon my head, 

Whenhe quoth fhe,fhall Iplir thy heart with forrow* 
Remember, Margaret was a Propheteffe, 

Come lirsjconuey me to the blocke offhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong,and blame the dew of blame. 
Enter Richmond with Arums and trumpets. 

' Rich. Felldwes in armes.and my mod loumgfneods ; 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake oftyrannie. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land*.,- - 
Hauc we tnarcht on without impediment. ■ ■ 

And hens recciue we,ftomour Father Siam sc 8 
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tines of faire comfort, and incouragement. 

The wretched, bloudie,and vfurping bore, 

That fpoild your fummer-fields,and frutefull vines,) 

Swils your warrrtcbloud like wafh, and makes his troughs 
In your inboweld bofomes.this foule fwine, 

Lies now euen inthcccnter of this He, 

Neare to the towns ofLeyceffcr as we learner 
From T amwor th thither,is but one daies march. 

In Gods name checrc on, couragious friends, 
Toreapetheharuefiof perpctuall peace, 

By this one bloudie ttiall of fiharpe yvarre. 

1. Lo. Eueriemansconfcienceisathoufand'fwords, 

To fight againfl: that bloudie homicide. 

2. Lo. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3. Lo. He hath no friends, but who are friends for fcarfc. 
Which in hisgreataft need will flirinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

T rue ho pc is fwift,and flies with fwallowes w ings. 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter King Richard, N c rfdke,Rxtc/tfe, 
Catesbieganth others. 

Kwg. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofvvfcrth field, 
Wlue,ho w now Catcsbicjtvhy looked thou fo fad? 

C at - My heart is ten rimes lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norffolke, come hither. 

NofFolke,we muff haue knockcs,ha,nnift we not ? 

Norff. We mufl both giue,and take my gracious Lord. 
Kmg, V p W i t h m y tent tliere,her e will I lie to ni > ht, 

But where to morroyv,we!l all.is.onc forthat : ° 1 

Who hath diferied the number of the foe. 

Nerjf. Six or feuenthoufand is their greatefl number. 

* •7^ Why- our ; baKaUont rebels that account, 
KeMes^he kings name isa-tower offhength. 

W hich they vpon the aduerfe parrie want, 

/p with my tent there, valiant gentlemen, \ , j 
Lervs furuey the vantage of the field, , . 

Gall tor fome mep of lou nd direction, 

*.ets want no difcipline,makc no delay. 





F or Lords,to morrow is a bufie da) . Extant, 

Enter Richmond with the Lords ^c. 

%ich. The w?a:ie (tmnchath made a golden feate 3 
And by the bright tracke of his ficrie Cane, 

'G:ues fignall of a goodlie day to morrow, 

Where is fir William Brandon, he fhali beare myftarjderd, 
Thf Earle of Pembrooke keep his regiment, 

Good captaine B!unt,bearemy good night to him, 

And by the fecond home in the morning, 

Defire the Earleto lee me in my rent; 

Yet on; thing more.gopd Blunt before thou go eft: 
Where is Lord Sr anhe t]uarrerd,doeft thou know? 

Blunt. V nlelle l haue miftauc his colours much. 

Which well I am allur’d, 1 haue not done, 

His regiment, lies halfe a mile at leaft, 

South from the mightie power of the King* 

%*ch. Ifwithoutperillitbepoflible, 

Good captaine Biunt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him from me, this raofl neediull fcrowle. 

Blunt, V pon my life my Lord,i! e vndertake it, 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fbme inke,and paper, in my tent. 

He draw the forme,and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feucrall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion ourfmall ftrength. 

Come, let Vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinefle. 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold; 

Enter king Richard$\orff.Rattlfe 
Catesbierfc. 



Kin. Whatisaclocke. 

Cat. It is fixe of clocke, full fupper time* . ‘ 

Ken. I will not fup to night,giue me fomc inke and papa* 
What, is my beuerealicrtheh it was# 

And all my armour laid into nay tent? 

Cat. It is my Liege, and all things arc in readinefle. 

King. Good Norttolke,hie thee to thy charge, 
y fe carefull watch, chufc truftic ccndnell. 

Norff. I go toy Lord. 






I 
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King, Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norffolkrt 
Nof. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesbie* 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before fun fifing, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue ofcternall night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine,giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy Ratliffe 
Rat,. My Lord. 

King. Saweft thou the melancholie L: Northumberland 
Rat. Thomas the EarleofSm rey and himfelfe. 

Much about cock (hut time, from troupe totroupe 
Went through the armic chearing vp the foldiers* 

King. So I am fatisfied,giue me a bowle of wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit 

Nor cheareofmind that I was wont to haue: 

Set it downe. Is inke and paper readie? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Kmg, Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratliffe about the mid of night come to my tent 
And helps to a; me me : Ifcaue me I fay. Exit. Rath fe. 

Enter ‘Darby to Richmond tn his tent. 

Dar. Fortune and v.ttone fit on thy helmc. 

Rich. All comfort that the dai kc night can affoord, 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, * 

Tell me how fares our lolling mother? 

Dar, I by atturney bleffc thee from thy mother. 

Who prates continually for Richmonds good, * . ... 

So much for that the filenthoures fteale on. 

And flakie darkenefte breakes within the caff, 

In bticfe,for fo the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy battell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement. 

Of bloudie ftrokes and mortal 1 flaring war, 

1 as I may , that which 1 would I cannot, 

— L 3 Whir 
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With beft aduantagc will deceiue the time. 

And aide thee in this doubtful! fliocke of armes* 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward. 

Leaf! being fcenc thy brother tender George 

Be executed in his fathers fight. - ->■ 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearefu’l time, 

Cuts off the c ere monious vo wes'o f loue. 

And ample entcrchange of fweet difccurft, 

Which fo.long fundried friends ihould dwell vpon, 

God giuc vs leifure for thefe rights of !oue. 

Once more adie w,Ue valiant and {peed well. 

Rich. Good Lords conduct him to his regiment : 

He fi riue with troub'ed thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden (lumber pcife me downe to morrow. 

When I fhould mount with wings ofyiftorie, 

Once more good night kiitdLordsand gentlemen . Bxu»t. 

6 thou whofc Gaptaine I account my felfe, 

Lookeonmy forces with a gtacious eye: - . 

Put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath. 

That they may crufh downe with a heauie fall. 

The vfurping helmets of our aduetfaries, 

Make vs thy minifters of chafiifement, 

That we may praifefhee in theviftorie, 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foulc. 

Ere I let fall the w'mdowes of mine cies. 

Sleeping and waking, oh defend me ftjl'U 

Enter thegboflofyoono Prince Edward f finne 
to Henry the flxtflo Ri. 

Qhofi to Ru Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

Thinke how thou ftabft me in my prime ofyouth. 

At Teukesbgiie.difpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich. Be chcarful Richmondjbt the wronged foules 
Of butchered Princes fight in thy bchalfe. 

King Henries iflue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter theghoft of Henry theflxt. 

Gbojl to RU When I was mortal!, my annointedbccUe, ^ 

By thee was punched full of ho les, • 

Thmkc on the T ovwr and OKr&fpairc and die* 
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Harrie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. - v 

To /foj&.Vcrtuo.us and holie be thou conqueror, 

Harrie that prophefied thou fhouldcft be king,. 

Doth comfort thee in thy flcepe,li«e and florifh. 

Enter the Ghoaft af Clarence. 

Ghoafl, Let me fit heauie in thy foulc to morrow, 

I that was waiht to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betraid fo death: -- 
To morrow in the battaile thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgeldle fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou offpringofthe houfe of Lancaficr, . 

The wronged heires of Yorkedo pray for thee,. 

Good angels guard thy battaile,liue and florifh,.. 

Enter theghoafls 0} Ritter s fir ay JTaugh an. 

Kin ig. Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

Riuers that died at Pomfi et difpaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray,andlet thy foulc difpaire. 
Vaugh . Thinke, vpon Yaughan.andwithguiltiefeare, ; 
Let fall thy laance, difpaire and die. .. 

All Co Rj. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri.bofome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. „ 

Enter theghoafls of the two young Trincer. 

Ghofl to tf/.Dreame on thy Cofens (mothered in the tower , 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, 

And weigh thee downe to 1 uine,fliame ) and death, 

Thy N ephewes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

T o .ff/.Slecpe Ricbmondlleepe,in peace and wake in ioy, 
Good angels guard thcefromth chores annoy,. 

Liue and beget a happie race of Kings, , 

Edwards vnhappic Tonnes do bid thee florifh, . 

Enter the ghoafl oj Hafhngs. 

Ghoafl. Bloudieand gaijtie.guiltilicaw.ake, 

And in a bloudie battaile end thy day es, 

Thinke on lord Hailing., dilpaite anodic.- 
To Rich.., Quiet vntrouhLd foule, awake, awake, 
Armc,fight and conquer for fairs finglands fake, , 

Enter the Ghoafiof fadie Aune htsmfe^ _ 

Richard tfiy wifc,that wretched Anne tbywifej / 3 

__ ' Thaa 




— 
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That ncujtr flept a quiet houre with thee, 

No w fils thy fleepc with perturbations, 

To morrow in the battaile thinkeon me. 

And fall thy edgelefle fword difpaire anddie. 

T o Rich. T hou quiet foule, flcepe thou a quiet flecpe, 
Drcamc of fucceffe and happie vi&orie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee* . 

Enter the C hoift oj 'Buckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 
Thelaft was I that fell thy tyrannic, 

O in the battaile thinkc on Buckingham, / 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefl'e, 

Drcame ©n, drcame on,of bloudic deeds and death, 
Fainting difpaire,chfpairiqg.yeeld thy breath- 
To 'Rjch. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Butcheare thy heart,and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in height of al ! his pride. 

Richard flarteth vp out of a dreamt. 
K.Ri. Giue me another horfc.bind vp my wounds, 
Haue m ercie lefu : foft,I did but drcame. 

O Coward confciencc,how doeft thou affliA meY 
The lights burne blew.it is not dead midnight. 

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefil, 
What do I feare my felfe i theres none elfe by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is, I am 1 , 

Is there a murtherer here* no. Yes I am. 

Then flic, what from my felfe i great reafon why* 
Leaft I reuenge. What my felfe vpcn my felfe* 
Alackc I loue my felfe,wherefore* for any good 
That 1 my felfe haue done vnto my felfe i 
O no, alas 1 rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 

Iamavillaine,yctl lie,l amnot. 

Fooleof thy felfe fpeake weli,foole do not flatter, 
My conference hath a thoufaud feuerall tongues, 
And cucrie tongue brings in a ^uerall tale, 

And cuery tale condenuuoac for a viliaine ; 



Pfof Richard the third. 

Periurie,periurie,in the highefl: degree. 

Mu thcr, Berne murther,in the dyreft degree, ’ 

AH feu:rall finnes,all vfde in each degree, . 

Throng to the barre,crying a!I,gui!fie,guiltie. 

I (hall difpaire,rhcre is no creature loues me, 

And if I die, no foule will pittie me : 

And wherefore fhould they,fince that I my felfe, 
Finde in my felfe,no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foples ofal] that I muitherd. 

Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat, 

To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard; 



Enter Rettchjfe. 






Rat. My Lord. V . * v . 

Kt. Zouodes,who is there? 

Ratcliffc,my Lord,tis I . the early village cocke. 
Hath twife done falutstion to the morne, 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. ORatcliftc,! hauedreanidafcarfull dreamc, 
What thinkft'thou, will our friends prone all t. ue ? 

7 No doubt my Lord. 

King, ORatc!iffc,l feare, I feare, 

R*t. Nay good my Lord,bc not afraid of fliadowesV 
King. By the Apoftle.Paul, fhadowes to night, 

Haue Brooke more terror to the foule of Richard, 

Then can thefubflancc of ten thoufand fouldiers. 

Armed in proofe,and led by (hallow Richmond* 
Tisnotyet neare da)\come,go yvith rnc, ' 

Vnder our 1 cnt> Le play the ewfe drepper 
T o fee if any mcanc to Ihvinke from me. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond, 

Lor, Good morrow Richmond. 

Crie mcrcie Lords,and watchfiill Gentlemen. 
That you haue cane a tardie iluggard here. 

Lor, How haue you jO|ept my Lord ? 

A/cA. The fwceteft flcepe and faijjeft boding dreames^ 
That cuer entred in a drowlie head, % - 

rture fad my Lords* , ; 



Fife 



Me thought their foulcs,whofe bodies Richard marthered, 
Came to my tCHt,and cried on vi&orie, 

I promife ycu,my foule is very iocund, . 

In the remembrance offo faire a drearae. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lo. Vpon the ttroke offoure- 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme,and giue direction. 

// it Oration to his fottldters. 

More then I haue faid, louing countrimen. 

The leifurc and inforccmcnt of the time. 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe,fight vpon our fide. 

The praiers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard'bulwarkes,ftand before our faces, 

Richard, except thofc whom we fight againft. 

Had rather haue vs winne,then him they follow: 

For, what is he they follow ? trulic gentlemen, 

A bloudie tirant,and a homicide. 

One raifd in bloud,and one in bloud eftablifhed. 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 
Andflaughtered thofc, that were the meanes to hclpchifil* 
A bafe foule ftone,madc precious by the foil e, 
OfEnglandschaire, where he is falfely fet, 

One that hath euer bene Gods encmie. 

Then if you fight againft Gods enemie, 

God will in iuftice,ward you as his fouldicrs, 

If you doe fwcate to put a tyrant downc. 

You flecpeinpeace,the ty rant being {Line, 

If you do fight againft your countries foes. 

Your countries fat, fhall paie your paines the hire* 

If you do fight in Cdegard of your wiues, 

Your wines fhall welcome home the conquerors, 

If v ju do free your children from the fword, 

Your childrens children quits it in your age: 

Then in the name of God and all thele rights, . 

Aduance your ftandards,draw your willing fword!, 

For me, the ranfbme of ray bold attempt, 

Shill be this cofoc corps on the earths coltt face: 







of Richard the third. 

But if I thviue ,the gainc ofmy attempt, 

The leaft of you, fhall fharc his part thereof. 

Sound drums and trumpets boldlic, and chearefullic, 
God,and Saint George, Richmond and viftorie. 

Enter King Richard^Rat . &c t 

Km . What faid Northumberland** touching Richmond. 
Rat. That he was neuer trained vp in armes* 

Kina. He faid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 

Rat. He fouled and faid,tbc better for our purpofe. 

Kina. He was in the right,and fo indeed it is: 

TV1I the clocke there. "The clccke ftnktth. 



Rat. Not 1 my Lord. ' , 

K ing. Then he difdaines to lhinc.for by the booke. 
He fhould haue braud the Eaft an home agoc, 

A blacke day willit be to lome bodie Rat. 



%at. My Lord. 

King. The funne will not be feene to day, 

The skic doth frowne,and lowrevpon ourarmic, 

Iw'ould thefedevvie teareswere from the ground, 

Not fhineto day : why, what is that to me? 

More thento Richmond, for the fclfe-fame heauen, 

That frowneson me,lookesfadlievpon him. 

Enter Ncrjfolfce. . 

Ncrff. Arme,arme,my Lord,the foe vaunts in the field. 
King. Come, buttle, buttle, caparifon my boric, 

Callvp Lord Stanlie,bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth, my fouldicrs to the plaine, 

And thus my battaile fhall be ordered. 

My forewavd fhall be drawne in length, 

Confi ft i ng cq ual lie of borfc and foore , 

Our Archers fhall be placed in the midft, 

Iohu,Dukc of Norffolkc, Thomas Hark of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of this footc andhorfe. 

They thus directed, we will follow, 

In the maine battell, whole puiflance on cither fide, 

Shall be well winged with our cheefcft horfc: 

This,and Saint Gcorgetobootes,whatthinkeftthouNor. 

M 2 Agood 
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Nor. A good direction warlike foueraigne, Hejbemtb 
This found I on my tent this morning. Urn a paper. 

Iockey ofNorfolkje be not ft bold , 

For Dickon thy majlcris bought tend fold. 

King.. A thing deni fed by the cnemie. 

Go Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 

Let notour babling dreames affright our foules.* 

Contcience is but a word that cowards vfc, 

Deuifd at firft to keepe the ft rung in awe. 

Our ft rong armes be our confidence fwords ,our lawc. 

March on,ioynebraue'y,let vsto it pell mell. 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand tohell. 

Hts Oration to his A’ mie. 

What /hall I fay more then 1 haue inferd i 
Remember whom you are to cope witball, 

A fort of vagabonds, rafcols and runawai es, 

A feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pelants. 

Whom their orecloied country vomits forth, 

T o defperate aduentures and aflurd deftruttion, 

You fieeping fafc,they bring you to vnreft, 

You hauing iandsand bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftrainc the one.diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow ? 

Long keptin Brittaine at our mothers coif, 

A milkefopt,one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe faniifhtbcggerswearie of their liues, 
Whobutfordreamingon this fondexployt, 

For want of means poore rats had hangd thenuelaes, 

If we be conquercd,let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittains whom ourfathers 
Haue in their owne land bcafcn,bobd and thinnpt, 

And in record left them thcheires offhame. 

Shall thefe enioyour lands, lie withourwiuesi 
Rauifli our d laughters , harkc I heare their drum, 

Fight Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, ^ . 
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Hof Richard the third. 

Draw archers draw.yourarrowesto the head, 

Spur your proud horfes hard.and ride in bloud. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

Whatfaics lord Stanley,will he bring his power? 

Mef. My'Iord.hedoth denieto come, 

King. OiTwith his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My lord, the ehemie is part the mar/h. 

After the battaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand halts are great within my bofome 

Aduance ourftandards,fet vpon our foes. 1 

Our ancient word of courage fare faint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

V pon them, viftorie firs on our helmes. Fxeunt. 

Alarum^ excurfionj y Enter (fatesbie. 

C, atef. Refcevv my lord of Norifolke,refcew,rc(cew, 
Theking enacts more wonders thena man. 

Daring an oppofite to eucrie danger. 

His horfe is flaine.and all onfootc he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refccw faire lord, or elfe the day is loft. 

Enter Rjchard. 

Km. A horfe,a horfe } mv kingdom for a horfe. 

Catef. Withdraw my loi d,ilc helpe you to a horfe. 

,«?• * * iaue my life vpon a cafh 

And J will (land the hazard of the die, 

I thinker there be fixe Richmonds in the fields 

riue haue 1 flain&to day^in (lead ofhim> 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe. 

Mar urn ,E„tcr R tc hard and Richmond, they flight , Richards is 
flamy ben i ctr an bemg founded. Enter Rtchtnod, Tdarbyjbc** 
ring the cr owne, with other Lords, &c 

“ ,houj£<)l, ' ,,t,cr - 

»om the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 

H^Ip ucktoffM h> ,1, 

* eareityciuoy it,and make much of if, 

— - -- J:\fcbt 



T 
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• Rich. Great God of heauen fay Amen toa'J, 

But tell me is young George Stanley liuing. 

Der. He is my Lord, and fafe in LefterTotvre. 

W hither if it plcafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 

Rich, What men of name are flaine on either fldef 

Iohn D ukf of N orffolke JVater Lord Ferris, fir Robert 
Brookcnbitry ,er fir William Brandon. 

Rich. Inter their bodies, as become their births. 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouidiers tied, 

Thar in fuiniifion will returne to vs, 

A nd then as we haue tane the facrament. 

We will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire comunttion, 

That long hauefrownd vpon their enmitie, 

What traitor heares me, and faies not Amen? 

England harh long beenetnadde and (card herfelfc, 

The brother blindlie fhed the brothers blood, 

The father rafhlte flaughtered his o wne fonne , 

The fonne compeld, been butcher to the hi e, 

A 11 rhis diuided Yorke and Lancafter, 

Diuided in their dire diuilion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fucceedcrs of each royal! houle, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioinetogither , 

And let their heires (God if thy will be fo) 

Enrich the time to comewith fmooth-faftepcacfe, 

With (hailing plentieand faire profperous dales, 

Abate the edge oft r.r tors gracious Lord, 

That wou ! d reduce thefe bloudie daies againc. 

And makepoorc England weepe in iheaines of bloud, 
Let them notliue to tafte this lands increafe, 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peace, 
Now ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace lines againe, 

That flie may ^pngliue heare,Godfay Amen , 
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